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/ DRAMATB PERSONA. 5 : 


Don Scipio, - - . Mr. Wilſon. 
Don Czſar, or (Ramirez) Mr. Reinbold. 
Don Fernando, - - Mr. Mattecks. 
Don Juan, | n 4 755 My. Fearon. | 
Don Alphonſo, - we 
Pedrillßoo . 
Spado, 
- Sanguino, 
Calvette, 
Rapino, | 
Philippo, -- Vr. Brett. 
Vaſquez, = Mr. Stevens. 
hs Mt. Ledger. 


© Vidoria, - ge Miſs Harper. 
Lorenza, tj ©: "IE | Signora Sęſtini. 
labels.  '- Mp Platt. 
Catilina, = | Mrs. Wilſon. 
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CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA.. 


ACS. 


A CD: I. 

SCENE I.—4 Cavern tvith wing Ju and 

. Receſſes cut in the Rock; à large Lamp hanging - 
in the Center, a Table, Wine, Fruits, Sc. in diſs 
order At the head Don Cæſar, on cab fle 
Spado, Sanguino, Rapino, and others of the 
Banditti.— TS | 


AIR I. t CHORUS Don C e 
ERE we ſons of freedom dwell © © 
in our friendly, rock-hewn cell: 
1 Plaſure't diftates we obey, 2135 
| Nature points us out the thay 
Ever ſocial great and free, 
Vatour guards our liberty. 


1 AIR 
Don Caf. Of ſevere and partial lu, 
; enal judges, Alguazils ; 
Dreary dungeons's iron jaws, © _ 
Oar and gibbei ii hips or whuels 
Let's never think © 5 8555 
N bdile thus we drink _. 
Sweet Muſcadine ! 
DOM  \ | ' + 
Chorus. Here we ſons of freedim dwell, &c. 


Don Czſar. Come, Cavaliers, our carbines 
are loaded, our hearts are light, charge your 
glaſſes, Bacchus gives the word, and a volley -_. 
makes us immortal as the roſy god. Fire! 
+ | LEES 4 
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Spade. Ay, Captain, this is noble firing, Oh, 
I love a volley of grape -· ſnot— Are we to have 
any ſky-light in our cave? (/ooking at Sanguind's 
glaſs) | 1 
Don Ceſar. Oh, no! a brimmer round. 
Come, a good booty to us to-night. (All drink.) 
Spade. Booty ! Oh, I love to rob a fat Prieſt, 
— tand, ſays I, and then I knock him down. 
Sanguino. My noſe bleeds. (looks at bis hand- 
kerchief) I wonder what colour is a coward's 
blood ! | | 
" Spade. Don't you ſee it's red? 
Sanguino, Hah ! call me coward, (riſes in 
Fury) Sirrah ! Captain! Cavaliers ! but this ſcar 
on my forehead contradiCts the miſcreant. 
Spado. Scar on your forehead! Ay, you will 
look behind you when you run away, 
Sanguino. I'll ſtab the villain (draus ſtilletto) 
J will, by heaven. b | 
Don Cæſar. Poh, Sanguino! you know when 
a jeſt offers, Spado regards neither time, place 
nor perſon. ' 1 
All. (interpaſing) Don't hurt little Spado ! 
. _ (hiding behind) No, don't hurt little 
A ve 
8 Run away! Armies hve confeſs'd 
my valour— the time has been but no matter 
Sits) 1 9 N N 
( Don Ceſar. Come, away with reflection on 
the paſt,- or care for the future; the preſent js- 
the golden moment of poſſeſſion Let us en- 
oy it. 4 
5 All. Ay, ay, let us enjoy it. | 
Don Czſar. Lou know, Cavaliers, when 
enter'd into this noble fraternity, I boaſted only 
of a little courage ſharpen'd by neceſſity, rr 
Io $5 reſult 


— 
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reſult of my youthful follies, a father's ſeverity 


and the malice of a good natur'd _ 


5 3 | 


Sado. Captain, here's a * w. alk-off to 


old women. 
All. (Drink) Ha, ha, ha! 


Don Cz/. When you did me the honor to elect 


me your captain, two conditions I ſtipulated— 


Tho! at war with the world abroad, unity and 


ſocial mirth - ſhould preſide over our little 


common-wealth at home. 
Spade. Yes, but Sanguino's for no bead 
he'll have ours a common-wealth of fiſts and 
elbo ws. 

Don Ceſar. The other, onlef to preſerve 
your own lives never commit a murder. 


Spado. I murder'd ſince . biſhop's 


coach-horle. 
All. Ha, ha, ha! 
Den Cæſar. Hand me that red vine. 


AIR II. - Dor CsAR. 


Flaw, thou re e 
Tinfur'd by - ray gg Eg: 
In Ia goblet ſparl Fn g 1/6 
Cheer my heart ind v0 glad my eyes. 
A; brain aſcend on fancy's _ 
eint me, wine, a jovial fing. 
- While I live, "Pl Il lave my clays 
= Men I'm dead and gone away, 


Let my thirfly ſubjets ſay, - 
A month he er but that was A 


(Thunder) 

Don Cefar. Hark, how diſtin we hear the 
thunder through this vaſt body of earth and 
eh is Calvette above upon his poſt ? 


R 10. Yes. 
* 8 Den 


9. 
5 


2 
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Don Ceſar. Spado, 'tis your buſineſs to relieve 
the centinel, | 

Spade, Relieve ! what's the matter vith 
him? 

Don Ceſar. Come, come, no jeſting with du- 
ty tis your watch. 

Spade, Let the wolves watch for me—my 
duty is to get ſupper ready—(Thunder). Go up! 
Od's fire, do you think I am a Salamander? 
D'ye hear! 

Sangui 


ino. No ſport I fear. 

Don Ceſar. Then call Calvette, lock down the 
trap- door, and get us ſome more wine from che | 
Ciſtern. 

Spaco. Wine! Ay, Captain, and this being a 
night of peace we'll have a diſh of olives. 

Sanguino. No peace! we'll up and ſcour the 
foreſt preſently. But well thought on, a rich 
old fellow, one Don Scipio has lately come to 
reſide in the caſtle on the ſkirts of the foreſt— 
what ſay you to plunder there? | 

Don Cæſar. Not to night—I know my time 
I have my reaſons—I ſhall give command on 
that buſineſs. But where's the ſtranger we 
brought in at pur laſt excurſion ? 

Rapino. He repoſes in yonder receſs. 

Spade.' Ay, egad, there he lies with a face as 
innocent (Aſide.) If my fellow-rooks wou'd 
but fly off—I'd haye the pidgeon here within 
all to myſelf. 

Calvette. (appears at the * of the winding fairs 
with a lanthern) A booty! | 

Sanguino, Good news, Cavaliers; here comes 
Calvette. „ 

Calvetie. A booty ! 

Sanguino. What! ah? 


Calvetie, 
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Calvette. Soft-—but one man 

Sanguino. But one man ! Is be alone? 

Calvette. Quite. 

Spado. One man and alone that s odd! 

Cualvette. He ſeems in years, but his habit, 
(as well as I could diſtinguiſh,) ſpeaks him no- 
ble, (deſcends) 
Don Ceſar. Then he'll fight, My arms! 

Spado. Oh, he'll fight—Get my arms—no,. 
my legs will do for me. (afide) 

Sanguino, Come, my carbine—quick ! 

Don Cæſar. To the attack of one man— 
paltry ! Only you, Calvette, Sanguino, Rap.no _ 
and Spado go, the reſt N for our r 

excurſion. | 

Spado. Captain, don't ſend me; indeed Pay 

too raſh ! f 
Don Caſar. Come, come, leave buffoonery 
and to your duty, 1 

ö [Calvette and Rapino N the rot ge 0 - 

at ſeveral receſſes, S E the laſt, a 
up Sow.) 


Nay Aurnonso. 


— Aphanſ I find myſelf ſome what refreſh'd by 
ſlumber ; at ſuch a time to fall into the 
hands of theſe ruffians, how unlucky ! I'm pent 
up here; my rival Fernando, once my friend, 
reaches Don Scipio's Caſtle, weds my charming 
Victoria, and I loſe her for ever; but if I could 
fecure an interview, loye ſhould plead my cauſe, 


Alx 
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AIR IIl.—ArPnroyso, 


The hardy. ſailor braves the ocean, 
Fearleſs of the roaring wind ; 

Vet his heart, with ſoft emmalion, 
Threobs to leave his love behind. 


To dread of foreign foes a ſtranger, 
Tho the youth can dauntleſs roam, 


Alarming fears paint every danger 
In à rival, left at hame, 


Spado returns down the ſtairs. 


Spado. (Afide.) Now for ſome talk with our 
riſoner here—Stay, are they all out of ear- ſnot? 
How the poor bird ſings in its cage! I know 
more of his affairs than he thinks of by over» 
hearing his converſation at the inn at Lorea, 
_ Alphonſo, How ſhall I eſcape from theſe raſ. 
cals !—Oh, here is one of the gentlemen. Pray, 
Sir, may I take the liberty 
Spado. No liberty for you Vet upon certai 
conditions, indeed give me your hand. 
Aldbonſo. (Afide.) Impudent ſcoundrel ! 
Spado. Signor, I wiſh: to ſerve you, and ſerve 
ou I will; but I muſt know the channel before 
I make for the coaſt, therefore to examine you 
with the pious ſeverity of an holy Inquiſitor, . 
who the devil are you? Fo A 
Alphonſo. A pious adjuration truly! (afide.) 
Sir, my name is Alphonſo, and I am fon of a 


banker at Madrid. | | 
Spado. Banker! Oh! I thought he ſung like 
2 young gold-finch, | 


Alphonſo. Perhaps by truſting this fellow I 


may make my eſcape- 


— 
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Spade, 1'll convince him I know his ſecrets, 
and then J hold his purle-ſtrings. 
Alphonſo. You won't betray me? 
Spado. Honor among thieves. 


Alphonſo, Then you muſt know when your 
gang attack'd me yeſterday evening 


Spade, You were poſting full gallop to Don 
— 48 caſtle on the confines of the foreſt 


- 


ee. Hey! then perhaps you know my 
paſſion fo 


Spado. Donna Victoria his daughter. 

Alphonſo. Then you know that ſhe's con- 
tracted 

Spado. To your friend Don Fernando de Zelva, 


who is now on his journey to the caſtle, and to 
the deſtruction of your hopes, weds the lady on 


his arrival. 
Alphonſo, True, while J am pent up in this 


| Curſed cavern, but how you got my ſtory, 


1 — 


Spade. No matter I could let jou or out of . 15 


curſed cavern. 
Alphonſo, And will you? 


Sado. Ah, our trap- door above requires 2 


golden key. 

Alphonſo. Your comrades have not left me a 
piaſtre, 
- Spade, Will you give me an order on. your 
farher s bank for fifty pieces, and oh let {ou 
out! 
Alphonſo. You ſhall have it. 
Fado. A bargain, Pl ſecure your * 


, * 


3 


| 


- 
” Fx - 
«2. 
« «.* * * 


Euler 


$ GASNLE OF ANDALUSHA. 
Enter Don CxsaR (behind). 


Don Ceſar. How's this! 2 
Spado. Zounds, the Captain Ramirez! (aſde.) 
Aye, you dog, I'Il ſecure you from an eſcape! 
Do you think I'd ſet you at liberty without the 
Captain's orders? Betray my truſt for a-bribe ! 
What the devil do you take me for? (in a ſeem- 
ing rage.) Oh, Captain, I did'nt ſee you. 

Don Czſar. What's the matter? 

Spado. Nothing, only our priſoner hexe was 
miſtaken in his man— that's all. Let you eſcape, 
indeed i | | 

Alphonſo. Here's a raſcal ! q 

Spado. Raſcal ! D'ye hear him? he has been 
abuſing me this half hour, becauſe I would not 
convey him out without your knowledge, Oh, 
what offers he did make me! but my integrity 
is proof againſt Gallions, Eſcurials, Perus, and 
Mexico's. | 

Don Cæſar. Begone inſtantly to your comrades. 

Y : FER. (SraDo aſcends.) 

Signor, no occaſion to tampet with my com- 
panions ; you ſhall owe your liberty to none but 
me. Some particulars of your ſtory, which I 
had from Spado, have engag'd me in your inte- 
reſt—to be free, up in the open air would you 
venture—ha ! ha! ha!l—not afraid of a ſprinkle 
of rain or a flaſh of lightning—ha! ha! ha! 
No, no. Well, without conſulting my brethren 
here, ſoon as they ſhall ſally forth, I'll convey 
you to the cottage of the vines, belonging to 
the peaſant Philippo, nat far from Don Scipio's 
caſtle ; there you may reſt in ſafety to night, 


© Alphonſe, 


\ 
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Alphonſo. Ah, Captain ! no reſt for me. 
Don Czfar. Look ye Signor, I am a ruffian, _ 
rhaps worſe, but venture to truſt me—A pick- 
lock may be uſed to get to a treaſure don't 
wiſh to know more of me than I now chuſe to 
tell you, but, if your miſtreſs loves you as well as 
you ſeem to love her, to-morrow night ſhe's yours. 
Alphonſo. My good friend! © 
Don Ceſar. Now for Philippo—I don't ſup- 
poſe you wiſh to ſee any of our work above, ha! 
ha! ha !——Well, well, I was once a lover, but 
now | | 


Ain. IV. Don CæsAx. 


On by the ſpur valour goaded, 
Piſtols prim'd and carbines loaded, 
Courage ſtrikes on hearts of fleel ; 
ile each ſpark 
' | Through the dark | 
Gloom of night, - | 49-1; 2 
Lends a clear and cheering light, 
N be, a fear or doubt can feel ? 


Like ts now, through thickets creeſing, g. 
Tire ns prey, hike lions, leaping ! | | : 
Calvette to the onſet lead us, © . | | 
Let the. wand ring trau ler dread us 
Struck with terror and amaze, 
While our ſwords with lightning blaze. (Thunder. - 
Thunder to our carbines roaring, 
Burſting clouds in torrents pouring, 
Each a free and roving blade, 
Ours a free and. roving trade, 
To the onſet lets away, ' 
Valour calls, and we obey. £ 
| Exeunt. 


. SCENE 
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© SCENE II. A Foreſt, (a filrny night.) 
| Enter FERNANDO. 


Fernando. (Pearillo calling.) What a dreadful 
night, and horrid place to be benighted ! Pe- 
drillo I fear I've loſt my ſervant, but, by the 
pace I rode ſince I left Ecceya, Don Scipio's caſtle 
can't be very far diſtant—this was to have been 
my wedding night, if I arriv'd there, Pedrillo! 
Pedrillo! (calling.) 6 * | 

Pearillo. (Within) Sir! 

Fernando, Where are you, ſirrah? 

Pedrillo. Quite aſtray, Sir. 

Fernando. This way. 


Enter PeDR1LLO (Groping his way). 


Pedrillo. Any body's way, for I have loſt my 
own Do you ſee me, Sir? ; 

Fernando. No, indeed, Pedrillo ! '( Lightning.) 
Pearillo. You ſaw me then, Sir. (Thunder.) 
Ah, this muſt frighten the mules, they'll break 
their bridles ; I tied the poor beaſts to a tree. 

Fernando. Well, we may find em in the 
morning, if they eſcape the banditti which I am 
told infeſts this foreſt, _. 

Pedrillo. Banditti! (A ſhot without.) Ah! 
we are dead men. | 1 

Fernando. Somebody in trouble 

Pedrillo. No, ſomebody's troubles are over. 

Fernando. Draw, and follow me, Pedrillo. 

Pedrillo. Lord, Sir! ha'nt we troubles 
enough of our own? N 


Fernando, 
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Fernando. Follow! Who can deny aſſiſtance 
to his fellow-creature in GI e (Draws.) 

Exit. 

Pedrillo. What fine creatures theſe gentle- 

men are! But for me, I am a poor, mean, raſ- 

cally ſervant—ſo I'll ev'n take — chance with 


: the mules. 


AIR V. — 


Oo maſter I have, and I am his man, 
Galloping, dreary, dun, | 
And hell get a wife as faſt. as he can, 
With a haily, gaily, gambs raily, 
Grggling, niegling, 
Galloping galloway, draggle tail, dreary dun. 


I ſaddled his fited ſo fine and ſo gay, 
7 Gale, plate dun, 4 
I mounted my mule, and we ; rode away. 
With our hatly, Se. 


We canter'd along until it grew dark, 
| oy ping, dreary, dun, 
, de wig ngale 2 * of the uri, 


| 22 met with a friar, ak aſt d * our way, 
Galloping, dreary, dun, 


By the Lord, ſays the wind you re bath gone 8 
With your, &c. 


Our j Jour, I ow will do us no hes 
Galloping, dreary, dun, 
Vie wander alone, like the babes in the wood,. 
With our, c. 


My * is fighting, 2 TI take a peep, 
alloping, dreary, du | 
But now I think better, I'd Mp fleth, 
With Ny, & Co 
C 2 Exit 
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SCENE II. A thicker part of the foreſt. Large 
tree and * croſs. 


Bu Don Scirio, attacked by SANGUINO, Ra- 
PINO, and CALVETTE. 


- Now, r * off his end- 
arm. 

Don Scipio. F orbear ! chere s my purſe, you 
raſcals! | (7 brows it down.) 

Sanguino, Fire! 

Spado. (peeping from the large tree.) No, don't 
fire. 


Sanguino, 1 am wounded, hew him to pieces! 


Las Don Scipio is nearly overpowered. 


Enter FERNANDO. 


Fernando. Ha! what murderous ruffians ! 
[ engages the Banditti wipe precipitately. diſperſe 
ſeveral ways. 

Spade. -Holloa! the foreſt i is ſurrounded with 
Inquiſitors, — Corrigidores and holy 
fathers. 

Don Scipio. Oh, I hav'nt fought fo much theſe 
twenty years. 

Spade. Eh, we have loſt the field, curſed 
dark; tho' I chink I conld perceive but one man 
come to the relief of our old Don here. 

Don Scipio. But where are you, Signor ? Ap- 
proach my brave deliverer. 

Spado. So here's a victory and nobody to 

claim it! I think 1'll go down and pick up the 
laurel. (deſcends from the tree.) II take the merit 
of this exploit, I may get fomething by it. 


Don 
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Don Scipio. ] long to thank, embrace, worſhip 
this generous ſtranger as my 8 angel. 
Spado. (Afide.) 1 may paſs for this angel in the 
dark — Villains, ſcoundrels! robbers, to attack 
an honeſt old gentleman on the King's High- 

way! but I made the dogs ſcamper! 
| . [YVapouring abit. 

Don Scipio. Oh, dear! this is my preſerver! 

Spado. Who's there? Ob, you are the worthy 
old gentleman I reſcued from theſe raſcal ban- 
ditti. & e 

Don Scipio. Noble, valiant ſtranger 1 

Spado. No thanks, Signor, I have ſav'd your 
life and a good action rewards itſelf. 

Don Scipio. A gallant fellow faith—Eh, as well 
as I cou'd diſtinguiſh in the dark, you look'd 
much taller juſt now ? (looking thoſe at him.) 

Spado. When I was fighting? true, anger 


riſes me- always appear fix foot in a paſſion; | 


beſides my hat and plume added to my 
height. HIT en wg on, 
Don Scipio. (by accident treading on the purſe.) 
Hey, the rogues have run off without my purſe 
too. z99 — 1 N | 
Spado. Purſe, O, ho! (afide.)—What, I have 
ſav'd your purſe as well as your precious life! 
Well, of a poor fellow, I am the luckieſt dog in 
all Spain. 1 | he 
Don Scipio. Poor! Good friend, accept this 
purſe as a fmall token of my gratitude. 15 
Spade. Nay, dear Sir! 
Don Scipio. You ſhall take it. 
Spade. Lord, I am fo aukwatrd at taking a 
purſe. (Takes it.) OY | 
Don Scipio. Hey, if I cou'd find my cane too 
N R dropt 


_— 
P wo re. — — 
4 4 N 9 — . 
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I dropt it ſomewhere hereabouts when I drew to 
defend myſelf. (Jooking about.) 

Spado. Zounds! I fancy here comes the real 
conqueror—no matter—I've got the ſpoils of 
the field. (aſide, chints the purſe and retires. ) 

Don Scipio. Ah, my amber-headed cane ! (fill 
looking about.) 


Re-enter FERNANDO. 


Fernando, The villains ! | 

Don Scipio. Ay, you made 'em fly like pigeons, 
my little game- cock! 

Fernando. Oh, I fancy this is the gentleman 


that was attack d. Not hurt, I hope, Sir? 


Don Scipio. No, I'm a tough old blade—Oh, 
gadſo, well thought on-—feel if there's a ring on 
the purſe, it's a relick of my deceas'd lady, it's 
with ſome regret I aſk you to return it. 

Fernando. Return what, Sir? 

Don Scipio. A ring you'll find on the purſe. 

Fernando. Ring and purſe! really, * I 


don't underſtand you. 


Don Scipio. Well, well, no matter A mercenary | 
fellow | (aſide.) 

Fernando. The old gentleman has been robb'd, 
and is willing that I ſhould reimburſe his loſſes. 
3 

Don Scipio. It grows lighter: I think I can 
diſtinguiſh the path I loſt—follow me, my hero, 
and (as going ſuddenly turns and looks ftedfaſtly 


at Fernando.) Zounds, Signor, I hope you are 


not in a paſſion, but I think you look ſix foot 


high again. 
Fernando. A lune, mad old fellow this! 


[4fide. 


% 


| ſomewhere. Moto 
Don Scipio. No, we're not ſafe here Come 
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Don Scipio. Theſe raſcals may rally, ſo come 


along to my caſtle, and my daughter Victoria 


ſhall welcome the preſerver of her father. 


Fernando. Your daughter, Victoria! Then, 
rhaps, Sir, you are Don Scipio, my intended 
ather-M-law ? BY gs ; Bey 
Don Scipio. Eh! Why, zounds ! is it poſſible 
that you can be my expected ſon, Fer- 
nando ? - a 
Fernando, The ſame, Sir, and was on my 
journey to your Caſtle when benighted in the 
foreſt here. 1 | ö 
Don Scipio. Oh, my dear boy! (embraces him.) 
Damn'd mean of him to take my purſe tho 
(aſide.) Ah, Fernando, you were reſolv'd to 
touch ſome of your wife's fortune before-hand. 
Fernando. Sir—I— | | 
Don Scipio. Huſh ! You have the money and 


Keep it: aye, and the ring too; I'm glad it's not 


gone out of the family Hey, it grows lighter 
Come! 8 | 
Fernando, My raſcal Pedrillo is fall'n aſleep 


then, my dear—brave valiant—Curs'd paltry to 
take my purſe tho. (afide.) [Exeunt. 
Spado. (who had been liſtening, advances.) \So- 
then our old gentleman is father to Victoria, my 
young banker Alphonſo's miſtreſs, and the other 
is Fernando his dreaded rival—this is the firſt 
time they ever ſaw each other too le has a 
ſervant too, and his name Pedrillo—a thought 
ſtrikes me, if I could by croſs. paths but get 
to the caſtle before em, I'll raiſe a moſt deli- 


cious commotion—In troubled waters I throw 


"8 | my 


* 
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my fſhing-hook—( Whiſtle without.) Excuſe me, 
gentlemen, I'm engag'd. ; 
[ Exit. A diſtant wile heard without. 


SCENE IV.—4: . in Scipio? s caſtle, 


Enter VictTorIa and CATILINA, 

Catilina, Nay, dear madam, do not ſubmit 
to go into the nunnery. 

Victoria. Yes, Catilina, my father deſires 1 
' ſhould take the veil, and a parent's voice is the 
call of heaven! 

Catilina. Heav'n! Well, tho' the fellows 
ſwear I'm. an angel, this world is good enough 
for me—Dear Ma'm, I wiſh I cou'd but once ſee 
| you in love. 

Victoria. Heigh ho! Catilina, I wonder what 
ſort of gentleman this Don Fernando is, who is 
contracted to me, and hourly expected at the 
caſtle ! 

Catilina. A beautiful man, I warrant— But, 
Ma' m, you're not to have him. Huſh! Dame 
Iſabel, not content with making your father by 
flights and ill uſage, force your brother, poor 
Don Cæſar, to run about the world in the Lord 
knows what wild courſes, but ſhe now has 
| ſuaded the old gentleman to paſs her 452er ö 

on Don Fernando for you There, yonder ſhe is 
flaunting, fo be. jewell'd and be- plum d Well, 
if I was you, they might take my birth- right 
but my huſband take my man the deuce ſhall 
take them firſt! Ah, no! if I ever do go to 
heav'n I'Il have a ſmart lad in my company. 
Send you to a nunnery |! 

Victoria. Was my fond mother alive !—Cati- 


Lina, my father will certainly marry this Dame 
| Iſabel; 


— 
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Iſabel; I'm now an alien to his affections, be- 


reft of every joy and every kope, I ſhall quit the 
world without a * 


— 


AIR V.—Vietona, 


lune, rake my 4 
f rieſs Pl pix 3 : a "IH 
Each oof thou can't eh e 


filence is muſie tg 


Tit peace my ſonnet may ſpring 
725 me fly the gay fr 


orrows I ſin 


"9% jon the ef gg 


* Viero nia. 


Catiling. K. quit this caſtle as ſoon as ever 
Donna Vitoria enters a nunnery—Shall I go 
with her? No, I was never made for a nun 
Aye, I'll back to che vineyard, and if my 
ſweetheart, Philippo, is as fond as ever, who. 
knows. -I was his queen of all the girls, tho' the 
charming youth was the guitar, flute, fiddle and. 
hautboy of our lege. . | | 


— 2 
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AIR VI.—Carilina. 


Like my dear ſivain, no youth you'd ſee 
So blythe,” fo gay, ſo full of glee, 
In all our _ who but he F 
o foot it up fo featly— 

His lute to 3 e » 

From far and near, 

Zach female came, 

Both girl and dame, 

And all his boon 


For every tune, 
To kiſs em round fo fuvetly. 


1 


While round him in the jacund ring, 
| We nimbly danc d, he'd play or "gs 
Of May, the youth was choſen king 
22 He caught our ears ſo neatly. 

Such muſic rare, 
In his guitar, 
But touch his flute 
The crowd was mule, . 


Ais only boon | 
For every i | 
To kiſs uc round ſo ſweetly, | Exit, 
Enter Vasqurz, introducing SP ADO. 


Vaſquez, I'll inform dame Iſabel, Sir—pleafe 

to wait a moment. IExit VasoQuez. 
Spado. Sir !\—This dame Iſabel is, it ſeems, 

a widow-gentlewoman, whom Don Scipio has 
retain'd ever ſince the death of his lady, as ſu- 
preme directreſs over his family, has ſuch an 
aſcendancy, prevail'd on him, ev'n to drive his 
own ſon out of his hauſe, and, ha, ha, ha! is 


now drawing the old Don into a matrimonial 
| nooſe, 
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nooſe, ha, ha, ha! Egad, I am told, rules the 
roaſt here in the caſtle—Yes, yes, ſhe's my 
mark—Hem! Now for my ſtory, but my 
ſcheme is up if I tell here a ſingle truth Ah, 
no fear of that.— Oh, this way ſhe moves 


Enter Dame Is ABEI. and V aSQUEZ, 


Iſabella. Don Scipio not return'd ! A fooliſh 
old man, rambling about at this time of night! 
Stay, Vaſquez, where's this ſtrange, ugly, 
little fellow you ſaid wanted to ſpeak with 
mer | | | 
Vaſquez. (confuſed.) Madam, I did not ſay— 

Spado. No matter, young man—Hem! 

| Exit V a$QUEZ. 

Jabella. Well, Sir, pray who are you? _ 

Spado. (bowing obſequiouſly.) Madam, I have 
the honor to be confidential ſervant and ſecre- 
tary to Don Juan, father to Don Fernando de 
ASS. cls ft 5 7 dat 
abella. Don Fernando! Heav'ns ! is he ar- 
rived ? Here, Vaſquez, Lopez, Diego! (calling.) 

Spado. Hold, madam ; he's not arriv'd ! Moſt 
ſagacious lady, pleaſe to lend your attention 
for a few moments to an affair of the higheſt 
importance to Don Scipio's family. My young 
maſter is coming— _. - 7 

Jabella. Well, Sir! 

Spado. Incog. 

Jabella. Incog! FF 

Spado. Madam, you ſhall hear (aide) No. ] ])ꝰ 
for a lie worth twenty piſtoles— The morning 
before his departure, Don Fernando calls me 
into his cloſet, and ſhutting the door, Spado, 
ſays he, you know this obſtinate father of mine 
has engag'd me to marry a lady I have never 

| D 2 ſeen, 


— x» D—  —— 


you my cruſty ſpy in this Don 
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ſeen, and to-morrow, by his order I ſet out for 
Don Scipio her father's caſtle for that purpoſe z 


but, ſays he, ſtriking his breaſt with one hand, 


twiſting his muſtachios with the other, and. 


turning up his eyes—if, when I ſee her, ſhe 


don't hit my fancy—P'll not marry her, by 


the —— !! I ſhan't mention his oath before 
you, madam. 

Jabella. No, pray don't, Sir. 
Spado. Therefore, ſays he, I acfign t to dreſs 
Pedrillo, my arch dog of a valet, in a ſuit of 
my clothes, and he ſhall perſonate me at Don 
Scipio's caſtle, while I, in a livery, paſs for 
him—If I like the lady, I reſume my own 
character and take her hand, if not, the deceit 
continues, and Pedrillo weds Donna Victoria, 
juſt to warn parental tyranny how it dares to 
clap up —— without conſulting our incli- 
nations. 

Jabella. Here's a diſcovery ! ſo then, it's my 

r child that muſt have fall'n into this 


ſnare—(afide.) Well, good Sir! 


Spado. And, (continued he) 8 ] appoint 
cipio's family; 
to cover our deſigns, let it be a ſecret that you 


belong to me, and I ſhan't ſeem even to know 


you—You'll eaſily get a footing in the family, 
ſays he, by impoſing ſome lie or other upon 
a fooliſh woman I'm told is in the caſtle, 
Dame Iſabel, I think they call her. 

Jabella. He ſhall find am not ſo eaſily im- 
por's upon. 

_ Spado. I ſaid ſo, madam; ſays I, a lady of 
Dame Iſabel's wiſdom muſt ſoon find me out 
was I to tell her a lie. 

Hebels, Ay, that 1 ſhould, Sir 

Enter 
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Enter V aSQUEz. 


Vaſquez. Oh, Madam! my maſter is return'd 
and Don Fernando de Zelva with him, 7 
3 5 Exit V aSqQurz. 
Vabella. Don Fernando! Oh, then, this js 
the raſcally Valet, but I'll give him a welcome 
with a vengeance |! | 
Spado. Hold, Madam! Suppoſe for a little 
ſport, you ſeem to humour rhe deceit, only to 
ſee how the fellow acts his part, he'll play the 
gentleman very well I'll warrant ; the dog is an 
excellent mimic, for, you muſt know, Ma'am, 
this Pedrillo's mother was a Gypſy, his father a 
Merry Andrew to'a Mountebank, and he him- 
ſelf five years Trumpeter to a company of Strol- 
ling Players. | | . 
Jſabella. So, I was likely to have a hopeful 
son- in- law— Good Sir, we are eternally indebted 
to you for this timely notice of the impoſition. 
Spado. Madam, I've done the common du- 
ties of an honeſt man I have been long in the 
family and can't ſee my maſter making ſuch a 
fool of himſelf without endeavouring to pre- 
vent any miſchance in confequence, _ 
Jabella. Dear Sir, I beſeech you be at home 
under this roof, pray be free, and- want for no- 
thng the houſe affords. | 
| Spado. (Bows.) Good Madam! Il want 
for nothing I can lay my fingers on. (afide.) 
| | t SPADO.) 
Jabella. Heav'ns! what an honeſt ſoul it is! 
what a lucky diſcovery ! Oh, here comes my. 
darling girl! | 
| Enter 
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Enter Lortxza, (magnificently dreſs'd.) 


Lorenza. Oh, cara Madre! See, behold ! 
— Can I fail of captivating Don Fernando? 
Don't I look charming ? 

Jabella. Why, Lorenza, I muſt ſay the toilet 
has done it's duty, I'm glad to ſee you in ſuch 
ſpirits, my dear child! 

Torenza. Spirits! ever gay, ever ſprightly, 
chearful as a lark - but, my dear mother a 
Jabella. Mother! Huſh, my dear! you for- 
get you are now to paſs for Donna Victoria, 
Don Scipio's daughter; and for that purpoſe, 
my love, I had you brought from Italy It 
ſeems your young Madrid Lover, Alphonſo too, 
thinks you Victoria; but you mult forget him, 

a... 8 
Lorenza. Yes—but how ſhall I forget my 
Florence Lover, my dear Ramirez ? I love him, 
Alphonſo loves me, and here for the ſake af 
Fortune muſt I give my hand to this Don Fer- 
nando, when there can't poſſibly be any love on 
either ſide, | | 

1ſabella. I requeſt, my dear, you'll not think 
of this Ramirez—ey'n from your own account 
of him, he muſt be a perſon of moſt diſſolute 
principles—fortunately he knows you only by 
your name of Lorenza, I hope he won't find you 
out here. | 

Lorenza. Then, farewel, loving Alphonſo— 
Adieu, belov'd Ramirez ! In obedience to your 
commands, Madam, I ſhall accept of this Don 
Fernando; and as a huſband, I will love him if 
I can | 


AIR 
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AIR VII. Lonznza,. 


Live! gay illuſion ! - 
Pleaſing deluſion, 

With 2 intruſion, 
Peaſſeſſes the mind. 


Love with love meeting 
. Paſſion is fleeting ; 
Vetus in repeating 
Me lruſſ to the wind. 
Faith to faith plighted, 
Love may he blighted ; | | 
Flearts often flighted : 60 
Mill ceaſe to be kind. 


Enter Vas p EZ. | 


Vaſquez. Madam—my maſter and Don Fer- 
aando. LEAD 5 
Labella. Has Don Fernando a ſervant with 
him? | | 

Vaſquez. No, Madam. 7 

Jabella. Oh, when he comes, take notice of 
kim. | N 


Enter Dox Scipio and FERNANDO. 


Don Scipio. Oh, my darling dame, and my deli- 
cate daughter, bleſs your ſtars that you ſee poor 
old Scipio alive again—Behold my ſon-in-law 
and the preſerver of my life—Don Fernando, 
there's your ſpouſe, and this is Donna Iſabella, 
a lady of vaſt merit, of which my heart is ſen- 


ſible, | | 
Fernando. 


| Glow [ 
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Fernando; Madam | ( /alutes.Y 
Jabella. What an impudent fellow! (aſide.) 
Don Scipio. Dear Fernando, you are as welcome 


to this caſtle as flattery to a lady, but there ſhe 
is —bill and coo— embrace, careſs her. 


(F FRDINAND ſalutes LORENZA.) 
Lorenza. If I had never ſeen Ramirez, I 
ſhould think the man tolerable enough | (de.) 

Don Scipio. Ha! ha! this ſhall be the happy 
night—Eh, Dame Iſabel, by our agreement, be- 


fore the lark ſings I take poſſeſſion of this no- 


ble tenement. | 
Fernando, Don Scipio, I hop'd to have the 


| honour of ſeeing Jour ſon. 
0 


Don Scipio. My ſon! Who, Cæſar? Oh, Lord! 
He's— He was a—turn'd out a profligate 
Sent him to Italy got into bad company 


don't know what's become of him My dear 


friend, if you would not offend me, never men- 
tion Don Cæſar in my hearing. Egad— Eh, 
dainty dame, is not Don Fernando a fine 


Jabella. Yes, he's well enough for a trum- 
eter. N | 
= Don Scipio. Trumpeter! (with ſurpriſe.) what 
the devil do you mean by that? | Oh, becauſe I 
ſound his praiſe; but, Madam, he's a cavalier 
of noble birth, title, fortune, and valour— 
Iſabella. Don Scipio, aword if. you pleaſe, 
N Es. ( ̃ales him aſide.) 
Torenza. (To Fernando.) Si, Signor, our caſtle 
here is rather a gloomy manſion when compared 


to the beautiful Caſſino's on the banks of the 


Arno. | 
2 F. ernando. | 
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Fand Arno! true, Don Scipio ſaid in his 
letter, that his daughter had been bred at Flo- 


rence. } : 
Lorenza. You have had an unpleaſant jour- 


ney, Signor. | 
Fernando, I have encountered ſome diffi- 
culties by the way, it is true, Madam ; but am. 
amply repaid by the honour and happineſs I now _ 
enjoy. | | ( Bows.) 
Lorenza. Sir I ſwear he's a polite cava- 
lier. (Afide.) Won't you pleaſe to fit, Sir? I 
fancy you muſt be ſomewhat weary. _ (Jg.) 
Don Scipio. What the devil! Eh, ſfure—what 
this fellow only Don Fernando's footman ! how ! 
it can't be! 
Jabella. A fact; and preſently you'll ſee 


Don Fernando himſelf in livery. 
Don Scipio, Look at the impudent fon of a 


gypſey—Sat himſelf down—Zounds ! I'll— 
Jabella. Hold! let him play off a few of 


his airs, 

Don Scipio. A footman ! Ay, this accounts for 
his behaviour in the foreſt—Don Fernando 
would never have accepted my purſe—(Taps bis 

ſhoulder.) Hey, what, you've got there! 

Fernando, Will you pleaſe to fit, Sir? (riſes) 
Don Scipio. Yes, he looks like a trumpeter. 

(Aide) You may fit down, friend. | 
| (with contempt.) 
Fernando. A ſtrange old gentleman ! 


Enter Vas op. 
Veſquez. Sir, your ſervant, Pedrillo, is arriv'd. 


[ Exit V ASQUEZ» 
KO  Jatella. 


* 
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Tfabella. Servant Pedrillo! Ay, this is Fer- 
nando himſelf. (Abart joyfully to Scipio.) 

Fernando. Oh, then the fellow has found his 
way at laſt, Don Scipio—Ladies—excuſe me a 
moment. [ Exit FERNANDO. 

Lorenza. What a charming fellow] 

Don Scipio. What an impudent raſcal! 

Pedrillo. ( Without.) Is my maſter this way? 

Don Scipio. Maſter! Ay, this is Fernando. 


Enter PrDRIIIo, (with a Portmanteau.) 


Pedrillo. Oh, dear! Ive got among the gen- 
tlefolks, I aſk pardon. - 
Jabella. How well he does look and act the 
ſervant ! x | | 
Don Scipio. Admirable ! Vet I perceive the 
grandee under the livery. | 
1/abella. Pleaſe to fir, Sir. (with great reſpect.) 
Lorenza. A livery ſervant fit down by me! 
Don Scipio. Pray fit down, Sir, (eeremoniouſly.) 
Pedrillo. Sit down. (Sits.) Oh, theſe muſt 
be the upper ſervants of the family—her lady- - 
ſhip here is the houſekeeper, I ſuppoſe—the 
young tawdry tit, lady's maid— (hey, her miſ- 
treſs throws off good clothes) and old Whiſkers 
Don Scipio's butler. (afide.) 


Enter FRN anDo. 


Fernando. Pedrillo! how ! ſeated? what 

means this diſreſpect ? Fees 

Pedrillo. Sir. (Riſes to him.) Old Whiſkers 
the butler there, aſked me to fir down by Sig- 

nora, the waiting-maid, here, 
Fernando. Surah ! 

| | : f edrillo. 
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Pedrillo. Yes; Sir. 
Don Scipio. Sir, and firrah ! how nl} they 


act their parts. 
underſtand the plot of their comedy. 


I'll give 'em an item tho” that 


LAlide. 


41x m avAAT ETTO., 


D. Scipio. 


Pedrillo. 


D. Scipio. 
Lorenza. 


D. Scipio. 


Pedrillo. 
D. Scipio. 
Pedrillo. 


D. Scipio. 


Pedrillo. 
D. Scipio, 
Pedrillo. 


Signor! (to Pedrillo) 
Your wits muſt be keener, 


Our nr fc to 


fot 1 good. 
Wil plot] 


Pm a ſet, 
4 = what 
entlefolks are at: 
Paſt the Y Pg the night, 
empeſis, darkneſs, rude al, 
Phebus riſes clear and bright, 
In the luftre of your charms. 
O, charming, 1 declare, 
$0 polite a cavalier ! 


le underſtands the — 2 


47 Tenag age due to be 
O braviſſimo 1 
= ne? O carifhms ! 
How fuveet his honey words, 
== randy is = mien 1 
ine fealhers make fine , 
The footman's Jp een. 
But both deſerve a baſting ! 
Since morning I've been faſting. 
Net I could laugh for anger. 
Ob, I could cty for hunger. 
I could 005. 
F could cry. 
I could quaſf, 
So could I, 


E 2 D. Scipio. 
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D. Scipio. 
Pedrillo. 
D. Scipio. 
Pedrillo. 
Lorenza. 
Fernando, 


D. Scipio. 


Fernando. 
Pedrillo, 


Pa 
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Ha, ha, ha! I'm in a fit. 
Oh, I could pick a little bit. 
Ha, ha, ha! © 

# Oh, oh, oh ! 

very pleaſant party ! 

A 22 — 4 
A whimſical deception ! 

But maſter and man, accept a welcome hearty, 
* ccept our thanks ſincere, far ſuch a welcome 
| he ar. ty. p 


— 


Exp or Aer I. f 


* * 
! ” 
Tz, wv 
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ACT I.. 


SCENE 1.— i antique Apartment in the Caſtle. 


Enter Don CsAR ( with precaution.) 


Don Cæſar. HUS far I've got into the 
caſtle unperceiv'd—I'm cer- 
tain Sanguino means the old gentleman'a miſ- 
chief, which nature bids me endeavour to pre- 
vent. I ſaw the raſcal ſlip in at the poſtern below ; 
but where can he have got to! (4 ſiding pannei 
opens in the wainſcot, and Sanguino comes out.) 
Yes, yonder he iſſues like a rat or a * — 
How now, Sanguino |! 
Sanguino. Captain Ramirez |! 
Don Ceſar. On enterprize without my know- 
ledge ! What's your buſineſs here? 
Sanguino Revenge! Look -( ſhews a. ftilletto.) 
if I meet Don Scipio 
Don Cæſar. A ſtilletto! I command you to 
quit your purpoſe. 
Sanguino. What, no ſatisfaction for my wound 
laſt night, and loſe my booty too! 
Don Cæſar. Your wound was chance — Put 
up—We ſhall have noble booty here, and that's 
our buſineſs — But you ſeem to know your 
ground here, Sanguino ? 


1 35 Sanguino. 
* 
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; Sanruino. I was formerly Maſter of the Horſe 
to Count D'Olivi the laſt reſident here, ſo am 
well acquainted with the galleries, lobbies, 
windings, turnings, and every ſecret lurking 

ace in the caſtle. 
| Don Cæſar. Ha, ha, ha! Well, I have hopes 
- on our booty here, we can afford to 181 at paſt 


dangers. 


AIR IX.—Dox CaSAR, 


P homeward from the neigh” ring fair Foy > 
His grain well ſold, diſpell'd his 3 | ; 
With jocund haſte the thri 
Trips o'er the mead and ſtims np BOM 
He flops ! He views---Oh, dire amaze ! 
His flock, his cottage all a Maze | / 


Bu haſt ning on he looks around, 
ö The heath's on fire---ta clear his ground. 
is jovial friends ta meet him come, 
And chaunt the chearful welcome home ; 
With heart-felt joy the found he hears, 
And laughs away his former fears. 


I miſt Spada at \chemuſtee-this i 
he quit the cave with you? 
| - Spado. (without) As — as I'm alive | it's fact, 
ir — 
Don Cæſar. Isn't that Spado s voice ! 
Sanguino. Impoſſible! _ | | 
Den Ceſar. Huſh ! Cr bey retire. 
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— Euter Den Servro and Srabo. bis | 


Dan Scipio, Yes, I've heard of ſuch places; 
but you ſay you've been in the cave where 
theſe ruſſian banditti live? | 

Spado. Moſt certainly, fir; for after having 
robb'd me of five hundred Doubloons, the 
wicked rogues barbarouſly ſtripp'd, tied me 
neck and heels, threw me acroſs a mule like a 
ſack of corn, and led me blindfold to their 
curſed cavern, 

Don Scipio, Ah, elan e 

Spado. There, Sir, in this ſkulking hole 
the villains live in all manner of debauchery, 
and dart out upon the innocent traveller like 
be aſts of prey. F A "EA 

Don Scipio. Oh, the tygers! juſt ſo they. | 
fa 'ned upon me laſt night, but your fellow 
ſeryant Pedrillo, our ſham Fernando, and I, 
made em run like hares; I gave him my purſe 
for his trouble. | a ; 

Spado. . And he took it! what a mean fel- 


low !-—you ought not. to have | ventur'd aut 


unarm'd—I always take a blunderbuſs when I 
go upon the road the raſcal banditti are moſt 
infernal cowards, 7 \ 

Don Scipio. What a glorious thing to deliver. 
theſe reprobates into the hands of juſki 


Ice, 
Spado. Ah, Sir, twoud be a bleſſed affair 
Oh, I'd hang em up like mad dogs! 

Don Scipio. Well, you ſay you know the 
cave? | | 
Spado. Yes, yes, I ſlipp'd rhe, handkerchief 
from my eyes and took a peep, made particu- 
lar obſervations of the ſpot; ſo get a ſtrong 
guard, 


— — 
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guard, and I'll lead you to the very rrap-door 


of their den. 
Don Scipio. Egad, then we'll ſurprize them, 


and you'll have the pray rs of the whole country, 
my honeſt friend. g 
Spado. Heav'n knows, Sit, J have no motives 
, for this diſcovery but the publick good, ſo I 
expect the country will order me a hundred 
piſtoles as a reward for my honeſty. 
Don Cz/ar. Here's a pretty dog! (apart.) 
N Sanguino. Ay, ay, he han't long to live. 


[ apart. 
Don Scipio. An hundred piſtoles! _ 
Spado. Sir, have an eye upon their Captain 
as they call him, he's the-moſt abandon'd, im- 
pudent, profligate—( ſuddenly turning ſees Czar, 
who ſhews a piſtol.) Captain did I ar (terrified.) 
Oh, no; the Captain's a very worthy good-na- 
tur'd fellow—I meaht a ſcoundrel, who thinks 
he ought to be Captain, one Sanguino, the 
moſt daring, wicked and bloody villain that— 
(turning the other way SO Sanguino with a 
piſtol.) but indeed, I found Sanguino an honeft 
od natur'd fellow too—( with increaſed terror.) 
Don Scipio. Hey, a bloody, wicked, honeſt, 
-=natur'd fellow! what is all this? * 
Spade. Yes; then, Sir, I thought, I ſaw theſe 
two gentlemen, and at that inſtant, I tought 
they looked fo terrible, that with the fright, I 
woke. | 
Don Scipio. Awoke] what the devil then, is 
alf this but a dream you have been telling me? 
Spado. Ay, ſir, and the moſt frightful dream 
Jever had in my life. I'm at this hat 


: fright'ned out of my wits. n 
* ü Din | 
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Don Scipio. You do look frighten'd indegd— 


poor man ! I thought this cave was 
Spado. Don't mention cave or I faint— 
OO! 


Enter VasqQuEz. 


Vaſquez. Dame Iſabel wants to ' ſpeak with 
you, Sir. 

Don Scipio. Ill wait on her. 

Spado. Yes, I'll wait on her. (going ati.) 

Don Scipio. You! ſhe don't want you, 

Spado. Dear Sir, ſhe can't do without me at 
this time, OL [Exit Scipio. 
I come. (going.) p an 1/474 

Don Cæſar. No, you ſtay (pulls him back.) 

Spado.; Ah, my dear — (affetting ſur- 
priſe and joy.) What, and my little Sanguino 
too! Who Necks have thought of your finding 
me out here! 

Don Cæſar. Yes, you are found out. 

[ Agnificantly. 
2 Such diſcoveries as I have made in the 
caltle ! 

Don Ceſar. You're to make diſcoveries in the 5 
foreſt too. 4 

Sanguino. Our cave 

Spado, Oh, you overheard that! Didn't 1 
hum the old fellow finely ?: Ha, ha, ha 

Sanguino. And for your reward, traitor, take 
this to your heart. [Offers to ſtab bim. 

Don Ceſar. Hold, PE, 7 

Sado. Nay, my dear Sanguino, ſtay ! What 
the devil—S0 here, I can't run a yeſt upon a 
Ally old man, but I muſt be run thro* with a 


ſtilletto ! 
F Don 
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Don Ceſar. Come, Spado, confeſs what really 
brought you here. 

Spade. Buſineſs, my dear Sir, buſineſs, all in 
our own way too, for I defign'd to let every ma 
of you into the caſtle this very night, when al 
the family are in bed, and plunder's the word— 
Oh, ſuch a delicious booty? pyramids of plate, 
bags of gold, and little cheſts of diamonds ! | 

Sanguino. Indeed ! | : 

Spado. Sanguino, look at that cloſer. 

Sanguino. Well! | 

Spado. A glorious prize! 

- Sanguino, Indeed! 

page. Six cheſts of maſſy plate! Look, only. 
look into the cloſet; wait here a moment, an 
Fl fetch a maſter-key that ſhall open every one 
EN 

Don Cæſar. Hey! Let s ſee thoſe cheſts. 

Sanguino. Mally plate! Wit, Us the 
maſter-key. 

Spado. I'll fetch it. 

Fanguino. Do, but make haſte, Spade. 

Sado. I will, my dear boy. 

SANGUINO into the cloſet. 
My good—honeſt—Oh, you two thieves! (afide.) 


[Exit Sabo. f 


Den Cæſar. Yes, III avail myſelf of the power 
my influence over our Banditti has put into my 
hands; by heav'n, this night ſhalt give me 
poſſeſſion of the caſtle ; 1'!] fee. if W can't 
reſtore that right of which lier has depriv 'd 
me—perform my promiſe to Alphonſo, quit my 
honeſt companions—carry my ſpoil to Florence, 
and with my fond little Lorenza enjoy the de: 
lights of love and competence. 


le ae 


* 
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Xe enter SANGUINO. 


. Sanguino, A valuable booty, I dare ſay, 
cui. * * 2 a lag. 
Dan Ceſar. (Looking in.) Ay, to judge by the 
form of oh cheſts they pl fone full of 12 
old plate. > / 
Sanguino, Tf we can but convey it ap" 
Don Ceſar. Yes, but I inſiſt, Sanguino, no 
more of the pon ard. 
Sanguino. It's ſheath 'd—Enough—Bur, Cap- 


Fain, if this little raſcal, Spado, ſhould turn 


informer and diſcover us, I muſt— 


, Scipio, (without. ) I'll be with, you preſently, | 


ame. 


On Ceſar. Away, away to , your locking 
Place. 
Canguino. Yes, yes, thoſe pregnang cheſts 


muſt be delivered. 
| [baftity retire ie gene. ] 


Enter Don Serpto, | 


Y Don Supi Now, 8 do, L. — hey, whete i is ni 
little dreamer ? but why is this'door open; this 
Cloſet contains many valuables Why will the 


leave it open? Let's ſee—(goes i into the cler. 5 


Euter Srabo (with a bum. Fs, 


$/ Wo, as entering.) I have no k H wev 
re n Don 9h £6 Wen 


there? What a pity the coming” of my fellow- 
| roghes ! I ſhould have had the whole caſtle to 


F 2 myſelf=- 


etnando's pormanteau as 4 
peace-offefing for theſe two 23 Are ou 


' 


\ 


— 
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myſelf—Oh, what a charming ſeat of work for 

a man of my induſtry—( ſpeaking at cloſet door.) 
You find the cheſts there—You may convey - 
them out at night, and as for cutting Don 
Scipio's throat—that I leave to 


Enter Don Scipio. 


Don Scipio. Cut my throat !-—What are you 
at your dreams again? 

Spado. (afide.) Oh, zounds !—Yes Sir, as I 
was telling you. 
Don Scipio; Of a little fellow you have the 
worſt dreams I ever heard. | | 

Spado. Shocking Sir—then I thought 

Don Scipio, Hold, hold, let me hear no more 
of your curſt dreams. 8 | 

| Spade, I've got off, thanks to his credulity. 
* 1 Lide. 
Don Scipio. What portmanteau's that? * 

Spado. Sdeath, I'm on again !-(afide:) 15 

Don Scipio. Fernando's I think. 

Spado. (affecting ſurpriſe.) What, my maſ- 
ter's ?—egad ſo it 18.—But I wonder who could 
have brought it here.—Ay, ay, my fellow 
ſeryant Pedrillo is now too grand to mind his 
buſineſs; And my maſter I find, tho' he has 
taken the habit ſcorns the office of a ſervant - 8o 
I muſt look after the things myſelf. 1 

Don Scipio. Ay, ay, take care of them. 

Spado. Yes, Sir, I'll take care of them ! 

Don Scipio. Ha, ha, ha! what a ſtrange 
whimſical fellow this maſter of your's ! with his 
plots and diſguiſes. —Think to impoſe upon me 
igo.— But I think I'm far from a fol. 
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Spado. (looking archly at * ) That's more 
than I am. 

Don Scipio. So he pretends not to know you, 
tho' he has ſent you here as a ſpy to ſee what you 
can pick up? 


Spade. Yes, Sir, I came here to ſee what I 


can pick up. (Takes up the portmanteau.) 
Don Scipio. What an honeſt ſervant !—he has 


an eye to every thing, [Exit Don Scipio, 
| Spade. But before I turn hogelt, I muſt get | 
ſomewhat to keep me ſo. | 


AIR X.—SPADO. 


In the fo bevy bred 
A bo pe * late was I, 
Sword ani blunderbuſs in « hand, 
When I bid a trav'ller land- 
Zounds deliver up your caſh, 
Or flraight PII pop and ſaſh,” 
All among the leaves ſo green-a, * 
Damme, ſir, 
I you fir, 
Slutce your veins, 
Blow your br al ng, „ 


1 Derry, derry Hun, : 
All among ſi the _ 17 grren-o. 


F 5 
Coen U quit the roving * TE 7 
ben a gentleman Pm made; 
2 7 ſpruce and wor "OR 
Il court a lady fair ; 
Hes 1 prattle, 7 chat, 
Flow PII hiſs her, all, that, 


; Mannion fee, r 35 ptr alt 
8 8 H 
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How dye de? 

How are you £ 
 Whyſo coy? 

Let us toy, 

Hey. down, 

Ha down, 
Derry, derry down, © 

All amonigft the leaves fo green-9. 


III. 


But ere old, and gray my pate, 
PII ſcrape up a ſnug eflate ; 
With my nimbleneſs of thumbs, 
"M0 N butter all my crumbs, 
55 hen I'm juftice of the peace, 
Then I' mafler many à leaſe, 
All among} the leaves ſo grren-o. 
Belly round, 
Sit at eaſe, + 
K. natch the fees . 
Hey down, © 
Ho down, 
| Derry, derry down, ö 
All among ft the leaves ſo grotun o. 


% 


SCENE 11.—4# apart. 

Enter Fexxanvo. | 

Fernando. A wild ſcheme of my father's to 
think of an alliance with this mad family ;—yes, 
Don Scipio's brain is certainly touch'd beyond 
cure, his daughter, my cara ſpoſa of Italy don't 
ſuit my idea of what a wife ſhould: be no, the 
lovely novice, this poor relation of Dame Iſabel 
has caught my heart. I'm told to- morrow ſhe's 
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to be immur'd in a convent; what if I aſk 


Dame Iſabel, if—but ſhe, and indeed Don 


Scipio, carry themſelves very ſtrangely towards 


mel can't imagine what's become of my raſcal” 


Pedrillo. 


Enter PzDRILLo, in an elegant morning gown, | | 


cap and ſuippers. 


Pedrillo. Strange, the reſpect I meet in this 
family. I hope we don't take horſe after my 


maſter's wedding. I ſhou'd like to marry here 
myſelf, —before I unrobe I'll attack one of 


the maids !—Faith a very modiſh drels. to go 
courting in,—hide my livery and I am quite 
gallant. 2” 1. | 

Fernando. Oh, here's a gentleman I han't 
ſeen beſor e! I - 
Piedrillo. Tol de rol! _ 


Fernando. Pray, Sir, may I—Pedrillo, ( /ur- : 
Priſed.) where have you N What, ha, ha, ha ! 


whar's the matter with you 1 

Pedrillo. Matter !—Why Sir, I don't know 

how it was, but ſome how or. other laſt night, 
I happen'd to fit down to a ſupper of only twelve 

covers, crack'd two bottles of choice wine, 
ept in an embroider'd bed, where I ſunk in 

, und 6p "an e e e e 


in cotton. — o, indeed, Sir, I don't know, 


What's the matter with ww. ner 
_ Fernando. 1. can't imagine ho, ot what it all 
WF Why, Sir, Don Seipio, being a 


gentleman 1 diſcerament, perceives my worth, 
is | '2 FL TU Fernauga, | 


ang wle 


—_— 
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Fernando, Then Sir, if you are a gentleman 
of ſuch prodigious merit, be ſo obliging, with 
ſubmiſſion to your cap and gown, a3 to—pull 
off my boots. 


Enter VaSQUEz. 


Vaſquez. Sir, the ladies wait breakfaſt for 
you. Us Pedrillo with great reſper?. ) 
Fernando My reſpects, I attend em. 

Vaſquez, You! I mean his honour here, 

Pedrillo. Oh, you mean my honour here. 

Fernando. Well, but perhaps my good friend, 
I may like a diſh of chocolate "is well as his - 
honour here. 

 Vaſques. Choc olate, ha, ha, ba! 


G 2 a ſneer. 
| Pidrills Chocolate, ha, ha, ha! 
Fernando. I'll teach you to laugh, Sirrah ! 
f | [beats Pedrillo, 
Pedrillo. Teach me to laugh ! you may be a 


good maſter, but you've a. very bad method 
5 But, hey for chocolate and the ladies. 


[Exeunt PEDRILLO and VAaSQUEZ, 

Fernando. Don Scipio ſhall render me an ac- 
count for this treatment, bear his contempt, 
and become the butt for the jeſts of his inſolent 
ſervants! As I don't like his daughter, I have 
now a fair excuſe, and indeed a juſt caufe to 
break my contract, and quit his caſtle; but 
then, I leave behind the miſtreſs of my ſoul 
8 I make her a tender of my heart - but 
at might offend, as ſhe muſt know my hand 
is engag'd to another—When I look'd, ſhe 


turn'd her lovely eyes averted — Doom to a 


nein 5 
AIR 


% 
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AIR XI.—Fzxxando. 


air one like the bluſhi, x 
52 to every Pry . 
Thoje ſweets Id gither, but her ſcorn 
Then wounds me like the ſharpeſt thorn. , 


With fighs each grate and charm I ſee = 

FEM 
Till age ſhall chide the thoughtleſs maid, 
When all theſe bleoming beauties fade. 


Hey, who comes here? this is the ſmart little 
girl who ſeems ſo much attach d to the beautiful 
novice No harm to ſpeak with her 


5 Enter CATILINA. 
So my pretty primroſe ! 


Catilina. How do you do, Mr. (pert 2 


familiar.) I don t know your name. 
Femando. Not know my name! Lou muſt 
know who I am tho, and my buſineſs here, 
Wes pe 
Catilina. Lord, man; what ſignifies your 


F 


= ing about to ſift me when the whole family 
no 


ws you're Don Fernando's footman. | 
Fernando. Am I faith? Ha, ha, ha! III 
humor this—Well then, my dear, you know 
that I am only Don Fernando's foorman ? * 


Catilina. Yes, yes, we know that, notwith- 


ſtanding your fine clothes. 
Fernando. But where's my maſter ? 


Catilina. Don Fernando! he's parading the 


gallery yonder in his ſnam livery and morning- 
G nnd. 


gown. 


* 
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Fernando, Oh, this accounts for twelve 
covers at ſupper, and the  embroider'd bed; 


but who could have ſet ſuch a jeſt a going? I'll 


carry it on U So then after all I am 


known here? 
Catilina, Ay, and if al the impoſtors in the 
caſtle were as well known, we ſhou'd have no 


wedding to-morrow night? 


Fernando. Something elſe will out—T'l ſeem 
5 be in the ſecret, and perhaps may come at 
afide.) Ay, ay, that piece of deceit is 

—_ worſe than ours. 

Catilina. That! what then you know that this 
Italian lady is not Don Scipio's daughter, but 
Dame Iſabel's, and her true name Lorenza? 

Fernando. Here's a diſcovery! (aſide.) O yes, 


be know that. 


Catiliza. ..You do! Perhaps you know too, 
that the young lady you ſaw me ſpeak with Juſt 
now is the real Donna Victoria? 

Fernando, Is it poſſible! Here's a piece of 
villainy ! (afide.) Charming! let me kiſs you, 
my — girl. (&iſſes her.) 

Catilina. Lord, he's a delightful man! 

Fernando. My little angel, a chouſand es 
for this precious diſcovery. 

Catilina. Diſcovery ! Well if you did * | 


. know it before, marry hang your aſſurance, 1 
* but I muſt about my buſineſs, can't lay 


the lady as you play'd the gentleman, | Pve 
ſomething elle to do; ſo I deſire you won't keep 


5 me here all day. 


AIR 
2 | 
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AIR XII.—CATILINA. 


I have a lover of my own, 

So hind and true is he 

As true, I love but him alone, 
And be Tous nas but me. : 


1 buf not engt. | 1 FR 
„ 
is s 
I prize the beat that's true | | 


| Soto ale mu for nay'; 


22 fret and teaze : 
"Dear yout "tis you alone that may 
Come court me when you pleaſe. | 


II. 
Iplay d my love a thou and trick 
totem and 
*Twas only, ere my art P2 fir, 
1 thought his love 10 try. 


So to all elſe, oc, 


+. 


[ Exit. 


Furman. Why: what u ville ie th Di? 
Scipio! ungrateful to- but I ſcorn to think of 
the ſervices I render'd him laſt night in the 


foreſt, a falſe friend to my father, an unnatural 


parent to his amiable daughter |. Here my 


charmer comes. Ce, 


8% 


; 


** 
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Euter Vietorra. 


Vittoria. Yes Catilina muſt be miſtaken, it is 
impoſſible he can be the ſervant, no, no; that 


dignity of deportment and native elegance of 


manner can never be aſſum'd, yonder he walks, 
and my fluttering heart tells: me, this 1s really 
the amiable Fernando, that I muſt reſign to 
Dame Iſabel's daughter.— + EN 
Fernando. Stay, lovely Victoria! 
Victoria. Did you call me, Sir !—Heav'n's 
what have I ſaid! (confuſed.) I mean, Signor, 
wou'd you wiſh to ſpeak with Donna Victoria? 
Fll inform her, Sir. (gotng.) — _. 
Fernando. Oh, I cou'd ſpeak to her for ever, 
for ever gaze upon her charms, thus transfix'd 
with wonder and delight. 

Viforia. Pray, Signor, fuffer me to with- 
draw, 1 4 
Fernando. For worlds I wou'd not offend ; but 
think not lady, 'tis the knowledge of your 

quality that attracts my admiration, 5 
Victoria. Nay, Signor. # | 
Fernando. I know you to be Don Scipio's 
daughter, the innocent victim of injuſtice and 
oppreſſion, therefore I acknowledge to you, - 
and you alone, that whatever you may have 
Trane to the contrary, I really am Fernando de 

Va, 5 \} (34 
_ Vifloria. Signor, how you became acquainted 
with the ſecret of my birth I know not; but 
from an acquaintance ſo recent, your compli- 
ment I receive as a mode of polite gallantry 
without a purpoſe. | 1 

dts 1 | 15 Fernando. 


» 
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| Fernando. What your modeſty regards at cald 
compliments, are ſentiments, warm with the- 
_ deareſt purpoſr; I came | hither ta ratify; 2 
contract with Don Scipio's daughter! yau are 
' ſhe, the beautiful Victoria, deikin'd or the 
happy Fernando. Concurrent to a parent's 
will, my hand is'your's a hoe And thus an. 
my knees jet me make an hu <> nn, We my 


heart. 
Vittoria. Pray, riſe, Signort—My "fucker 


perhaps even to himſelf cannot juſtify his con- 

duct to me ;—But to cenſure the or to pervert 

bi intentions, wou'd in me be a breach of filial 
uty. | 


Werren e 
AIR XIII —Vierora, | 


85 woes thus urrounded,, how vain the gay ſmile 
the little blind archer, thoſe Woes to - ww 1 5 
hy" fhitful, be miſſes, his aim it is cr, * 
Hig quiver exhaujled, his, arrows. are loft. . ry 13 5 
Your love, the' fincere, on the 2 you . | 
Afide, | Haw ff tweet is the paſſuon | Ab, miſt 20 


_ . that paſſron ſhould 
hor ne s gentle PERS [ ar 


mene And do vou, can you — me to 
eſpouſe Donna Lorenza, Iſabella's daughter? 

Say you do not, do but ſatisfy me ſo fat. 
_ . Viftoria. Signor, do not deſpiſe me if F own, 
| that before 1 ſaw. in you the huſband of Don 
Scipio's daughter, ] did not once regret nt I 
had loſt that title. 

Fernando. A thouſand thanks for this generous, 
this amiable oondeſcenſion, Oh, my Victoria 
If fortune but favours my deſign, you ſhall vet 

| as over the malice of your enemies. 
F Victoria. 7 55 
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Fi&oria. Yonder is Dame Iſabel, if ſhe ſees 
you ſpeaking to me, ſhe'll be early to fruſtrate 
whatever you may purpoſe for my advantage. 
Signor farewell! | | 
Fernando, My life, my love adieu! 


AIR XIV. DUET —VICTORIA and FAU. 


Idalian queen, to thee we pray, | 
Record each tender vow ; tf 


ht gi lace to chearful 
Dee 
i,, 


Brennt. 
scENE III-—A chanter, 


— 


Enter FERNANDO. 


Fernando. This is fortunate; the whole family 
except Victoria, are firmly poſſeſt with the idea 
that I am but the ſervant. Well, ſince they 
will have me an impaſtor, they ſhall find me 
one; In heav'n's name, let them continue in 
their miſtake, and beſtow their mock Victoria 
upon my ſham Fernando, I fhall have a 
pleaſant and juſt revenge for their perfidy ; and 
perhaps obtain Don Scipio's real, lovely 

daughter, the ſum of my wiſhes Here comes 

Don Scipio—Now to begin my operations, 


Enter Don Scipio. 


Fernando. (as wiſhing Don Scipio to overbear 
bim.) I'm quite weary of playing the gentleman; _ 
1 long to get into my livery again. | 
„ = Don | 


93 1 
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Don Scipio. Get into his livery ! (aſde.) 
Fernando. Theſe cloaths fall to my ſhare | 
3 z my maſter will never wear em after 


8 Scipio. His maſter! ay, ay! afide.) 
Fernando. I wiſh he'd own himſelf, for I'm 
certain Don Scipio ſuf] who I am. N 
Don Scipio. Suſpect! 1 know who you are, 


e to him.) 4 get into your livery 


again as faſt as you can. | 
ernando. Ha, my dear friend, Don Scipio, 
1 was 
Don Scipio. Friend! you impudent raſcal! 
I'll break your head if you make ſo free with 
me. None of your ſwaggering, Sirrah.— How 
the fellow acts, 't wasn't for nothing he was 
among the ftrolling players, but harkee, my 
lad, be quiet, for you're blown _ without 
the help of your trumpet. | 
Fernando. Lord your honour, how came you 
to know that I am Pedrillo ? 
Don Scipio. Why I was told of it by your 
fellow—hold, I muſt not betray my little 
dreamer tho' (afide.) No matter who "told © 
me; — I- but here comes your maſter. 
Fernando. Pedrillo! The fellow will ſpoil 
all; I wiſh. 1 had given him his leſſon before [ 
began with Don Scipio. (a/ide.). *. 
on Scipio. I hope he'll now ha' done with his 
gambols. 
Fernando. Sir, my maſter is ſuch an obſtinate 


gentleman, as ſure as you ſtand here, he'll * | 


deny himſelf to be Don Fernando. | 
eon Scipio. Will he? then I'll write his fi 
ther an account of his vagaries. 


Enter 
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Enter PEDR1LLO. 


 Pedrillo, Maſter! ſhall I ſhave you this 
morning ? 
Don Scipio. Shave! Oh, my dear Sir, time 
to give over your tricks and fancies. ' 
- Pedrillo. ( ſurpriſed.) My tricks and fancies. 
Fernando. Yes Sir, you are found out. 
Pedrillo. J am found out! 0 
Don Scipio. So you may as well confuſk 4 
Pedrillo. What the devil ſhall I confeſs? 
Den Scipio. He ſtill perſiſts | Harkee, young 
gentleman, I'll ſend your father an account of 
your pranks, and he'll trim your jacket for 
ou. 

r Pedrillo. Nay, fir, for the matter o "that, my 

father could trim your jacket for you. 

Don . Trim my jacket, young gentle 
man! 

Pedrillo. Why, he's the beſt taylor in Cor- 
dova! 

Don Scipio, His father's a taylor in Cordova! 

Fernando. Ay, he'll ruin all—(afde.) Let me 
ſpeak to him.—Tell Don Scipio you are * 
* (apart to Pedrillo.) 

Peari, Fog I will, Sir,—Don Scipio you as the | 
| maſter. | 

Don Scipio. What! 

Fernando. Stupid dog (par- to Pedrillo.) | 
Say you are Fernando, and I am Pedrillo, 

Pedrillo. I will—Sir, you are Fernando, and 
I am Pedrillo. bog 

Fernando, Dull rogue! (afide.) I told you, 
Sir, he'd perſiſt 1 in oh (port fo Don Scipio.) 


Don 
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Don Scipio. Yes, I ſee it; but I tell you what 
. Don Fernando. 


. Loxznza fings without 


My 8 Zounds ! don't let your miſtreſs 
ſee you any more in this curſed livery.-Look 
at the gentleman, hold up your head—egad, 
Pedrillo s acting was better than your natural 
manner. | 

Fernando, Ah, Sir, if you were to ſee my 
maſter dreſs'd—the livery makes ſuch an al- 
teration ! 

Don Scipio. True! curſe the livery, 

Pedrillo, It's bad enough; but my maſter 

ives new liveries on his marriage. 


Fernando. An inſenſible ſcoundrel! n ) 


Enter Lonza. 


Lavinia Oh, Caro Signor, every body fare 
that you are (To Fzxnando) not Don Fernando, 
Don Scipio. Every body's right, for here he 

ſtands1ike a young taylor of Cordova. © 
_ (To Proto.) 
Lorenza. Oh, what ? then this is Pedrillo ? 
(To F8RNANDO.) 
Fernando. At your ſervice, Mam. (bowing.) 
Pedrillo. That Pedrillo ! then, who the de- 
vil am I? 
Fernando. Here rogue, this purſe is yours— - 
ſay you are Don Fernando. (Apart to PzpRILLo.) 
Pedrillo. Oh, Sir—now I underſtand you. 
True, Don Scipio, I am alk that he fays. 
| FL 2 we | Don 


' 
' 
| 


Jou are alftenent. 
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Don Scipio, Hey ! Now that's right and ſen- 


ſible, and like une but I'll go buſtle about 


our buſineſs—for, we'll have all our love 
affairs ſettled this evening. 
[ Exeunt Dow Scrrio and FERNANDO. 
Lorenza. So, then, you're to be my huſband, 
ha. ha, ha! Well, who is to have me, or who 
am I to have at laſt ? This? (looking at PEDRILLO) 
ha, ha, ha! Why this is ſtill worſe and worſe— 
every degree of lover, farther remov'd from the 
perfections of my Ramirez. 
Pedrillo. Ma'am—wou'd you be ſo obliging 
as —to be ſo kind as — to tell a body what you in- 
tend to get talking about now in this here caſe.? 
Lorenza. Ah, Lord! Ha, ha, ha Why. 
Signor, I was rellecting what a lucky thing it is 
for ſome people that they are born to a great 


fortune. ( ſneeringly.) 


Pedrillo. Eh? (looks grave.) Ha, ha, ha! 
Ma'am, I'm ſo puzled here—that—my brain 
turns about like a te-to-tum, and I don't know _ 


' which is coming up, A for all or P. for put 
down. 


Lorenza. Ha, ha, ha! Will you love me, 
ay ? 
Pedrillo. Eh! 
Lorenza. Well, if not 1 can * as cold as 


* 


AIR 


— 
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AIR XV. ase ä 


4. I my heart ſurrender 
e ever fond and tender, 
And ſiueet connubial jeys ſhall crown 
Each ſoft raſy hour, 
In pure delight each heart ſhall own | 
Loves triumphant pow v. | 
See brilliant belles admiring, . 
See ſplendid beaux defiring,s 
All for a ſmile expiring, 
ereeer Lorenza moves. 
To balls and routs reſorting, 
Oh, bliſi ſuprene, tranſporting ! 
Yet ogling, flirting, courting, 
0 Fi you alone that loves. 


If I my heart ſurrender, &c. 


[ Exeunt.] 


SCENE VI. A YVingard and Coltage. 
Enter Al HONSsO, (with a letter.) 


Alphonſo. How cruel is my ſituation | Though 
Captain Ramirez has ſet me at liberty, to what 
purpoſe, while my heart is Victoria's priſoner ! 
This generous robber, Ramirez, means well, I 
believe ; but to enter into any league with a 
man of his deſcription—Can ſhe love this Fer- 
nando? With all my ardour of paſſion, to 
me ſhe was cold and inſenſible Her 
marri with Fernando is determined on; 
but, if poſſible, I'll prevent it Les, Philippo, 
the youth of the cottage here ſhall bear him 
this challenge. | 


RS Enter 
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45 


Euter Pull ir ro from the Cottage, (with a Fruit- 


baſket.) 


Philippo. Are you here, Sir! Lord, Signor, 
why would not you eat ſome dinner with us ? 

Hbbonſo. Ah, Philippo ! were you in love, 
you'd have little appetite. 

Philippo. Why, I like a pretty little girl— 


ha, ha, ha — Catalina abave at the caſtle, and 


next Martlemas I intend to fall in love with her, 
for then we ſhall certainly be married—may be 
—Do ſtep in, Sir, and eat a bit. 
Alphonſo. No, no, Philippo: 
Philippe. As nice an Ollo Podrida 
Alphonſo. But where now, Philippo ? Going 
to ſell thoſe grapes ? 
Philippa. Sell! Oh, no, Sir; Im going to 
make a preſent of the earlieſt and fineſt cluſters | 
to Don Scipio up at the caſtle. 
F | Alphonſo. Why, you're vaſtly generous, Phi- 
WO PO. 
g EPhippe. Oh, yes, Sir; I like to make a 
preſent to gentlefolks, becauſe they always give 
me twice the value of em; and then my Cata- 
lina gives me a kiſs—her lips, ſweet, ſoft, * 
pouting as this plump Mu cadel. | 


AIR 
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AIR XVI.—PHitipPo. 


In autunn cv ry fruit I fee, 
Brings 2 to my mind ; 


1 carve her name on ev men 


And ſing levg-ſonnets in the rind. 


Her forehead as the neftrine 
And brown as hazle-nut rthair 5 is; 3 
: The downy peach, her bluſhing {ou 


Her pouting lips —two May-Duke cherties, 


The birds by faireſt fruite allur*d, 
And Tm fweet Catuina's bird; 


I peck, hop, fluttet on my ſpray, 
And chirp 12 carol all the day. 


Alphonſo. Well, Philippo, you'll find one 
Don Fernando at the caſtle and — 

Philippo. Oh, ay, the great grande that's to 
marry Donna Victoria. 4 

Alphonſo. Diſtraction! (aſde.) Give him this 
letter from me. 

Philippe. Yes, Sir, what is't about? 

Alphonſo. Ah,—its only—an—invitation to 
Don Fernando-and his intended bride to an 
entertainment I deſign to give to a few ſelect 
friends at my villa. 
© , Philippe, To a feaſt, ha, ha! | 

Alphonſo. But, ſtop | Pray, Philippo, do vou 
know who this Captain Ramirez is ? 

Philippe. Don't even know where he lives 
Sometimes he rides, ſometimes. he walks, 
ſometimes he runs here travels about—May- 
| hap a hunting here in the foreſt—often takes a 
bed at qur cottage, and he pays ſo handſome 
that he” s always welcome, 


e 2 
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Alphonſo. Ha, ha, ha! Philippa, you're the 
moſt generous—difintereſted lad ! (gives money.) 
; Philippe. So I am, Sir, (looking at it.) Good 

el | 3 
” Alphonſe. You'll deliver my letter. 

Philippo. Ha, ha, ha! yes, Sir (looking at 
money,) Ha, ha, ha! to think, Signor, what a 
pair of lovers you and I be! | | 


AIR XVII. DUET.—ALenoxs0 and PHIL1PPO, 


Alphonſo. So A to my fair PII prove, 
Philippo. So kind and conflant tomy love, 

Alphonſo. I'd never range, 

Philippo. Id never change, 

Both. Nor linie, nor chance, my faith ſhould move. 


- Philippo. , No ruby cluflers grace the vine, 
Alphonſo. Je ſparkling flars forget to ſhine, 


Philippo. Sweet flowers to ſpring, 

Alphonſo. Gay 2 to 1. | 

Both. Thaſe hearts then part that love ſhall join, 

| | [ Exennt ſeverally, 


# 


E 


f 
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AC T III. 


SCENE I.—A grand ſalon. 


Enter Don gem . SOR 


Dan Scipio. IE hear, Vaſi uez, run to 

* D Father Benedict, tell him to 

wipe his chin, go up to the chapel, put on his 

ſpectacles, open his Breviary, — find out matri- 
mony, and wait till we come to him | 


| [ Exit Vader 
Then 1 for a brace of ee | 


: 


AIR XVIII. * Sexio®. A t | F 


Then hey for a laſs and a battle to cher, TONES 
And a thumping bantling every year 735 eren 
With ſtin as white as ſnow, 2 
And hair as brown as a berry! , n 


"x * as black as'a floe, 


dnd as red as a cherry; 
* rory, tory, | ws 
Dancing, prancing, | 
Lai and lie down is the play, 
Ne fondle together, © 
In ſpite of the weather, 
And kiſs the cold winter away. 5 


iy The firſt 15 of this 9 written by Mr. O'Keeffe. 
'3 | II, 
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II. 


Laugh while you live; 
Fer as life is a jeſt, 
Who laughs the moſt, 
[s ſure to live beſt, 
[ was not ſo old 
7 frolick'd among the miſſes ; 
d when they thought me too bold, 
I Rlopp'd their mouths with kiſſes. 


Sing rory, tory, c. 


1 wonder is Don Fernando dreſt—Oh, here 
comes the ſervant in his proper habiliments. 


Enter Fexnanvo in à livery. 


- Ay, now, my lad, you look ſomething like. 


. Yes, your honour, I was quite ſick 


of my grandeur—My paſſing ſo well in this 


diſguiſe gives me a very humble opinion of 
mylelf. (afide.} | 

Don Scipio. But, Pedrillo, is your maſter 
3 faith, I long to ſee him in his proper 

arb. 

Fernando. Why, no, Sir, we're a little behind 
hand with our finery on account of a pormanteau 
of clothes that's miſlaid ſomewhere or other. 

Don Scipio. Portmanteau! Oh, it's ſafe 


enough Tour fellow ſervant has it. 


Fernando. Fellow ſervant! » | 
Don Scipio. Ay! the little ſpy has taken it in 


charge, Oh, here comes the very beagle. 


% 


| 400 
8 | dear 


. 
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Enter Spabo. 


Don Scipio. Well, my little dreamer, look; 
Pedrillo has got into his own cloaths again. 
 Opado. ( ſurpriſed and aſide.) Don Fernando in 

a livery! or is this really a ſervant! Zounds, 
ſure I han't been telling truth all this While 
We muſt face it tho'—Ah, my dear, old 
friend !—Glad to ſee you yourſelf again, 
Hates hands. 
Fernando. My dear boy, I thank yau.— - 
Feste So, here's an old friend I never ſaw 
efore. | | | 
Don Scipio, Tell Pedrillo where you have left 
= maſter's portmanteau. While I go lead 

im in triumph to his baide. F; [Extit. 

Fernando. Pray, my good, new, old friend, 
where has your care depoſited this portmanteau ? | 

Spado. Gone! (looking after Don Scipio.) 

Fernando. The portmanteau gone. 

Spado. Ay, his ſenſes are quite gone. | 

Fernando, Where's the portmanteau that Don 
Scipio ſays you took charge of ? 

Spado. Portmanteau ! Ah, the dear gentle- 
man! Portmanteau did he ſay ? yes, yes, all's 
over with his poor brain; yeſterday his head 
run upon purſes and trumpeters and the lord 
knows what, and to-day he talks of dreamers, 
ſpies, and portmanteaus.—Yes, yes, his wits 
are going. | 3 BOY | 

Fernando. It muſt be fo, he talk'd to me laſt 
night and to-day of I know not what in a 
ſtrange incoherent ſtile. 1 

Spado. Grief—all grief. a * 

1 Fernandes.” 


* 


53 CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA. 


Fernando. If fo, this whim of my being 
Pedrillo, is perhaps the creation of his own 
brain, —but then, how cou'd it have run thro” 
the whole family.—This is the firſt time I 
ever heard Don Scipio was diſorder'd in his 
mind. 

Spado. Ay, we'd all wiſh to conceal it from 
your maſter, leaſt it might induce him to break 
off the match, for I don't ſuppoſe he'd be very 

ready to marry into a mad family. | 
Fernando. And pray what are you, Sir, in this 
mad family? 

Spado. Don Scipio's own gentleman, theſe 
ten years — Vet, you heard him juſt now call me 
your fellow ſervant.— How you did ſtare when 
I accoſted you as an old acquaintance But we 
always humour him, I ſhou'd not have contra- 
dicted him if he ſaid I was the pope's nuncio. 
Fernando. (afide.) Oh, then 1 don't wonder 
23 Iſabel taking advantage of his weak- 
neſs. 

Spado. Another new whim of his,—he has 
taken a fancy that every body has got a ring 
from him, which he imagines. n to his 
deceas'd lady. 

Fernando. True, he aſk'd me ſomethin ng 
about a ring. N 

Don Scipio. (witheut,) I'll wait on you pre- 
ſently. 


Enter Don Scipio. 


Don Scipio. Ha, Pedrillo, now your diſguiſes 
are over, return me the ring. 


4 2 Spalt, 
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Spado. (apart to Fernando.) You ſee he's at 
the ring again. | 

Don Scipio. Come let me have it, lad, Ill 
give you a better thing, but that ring belong'd 
to my deceas'd lady. 


Sado. (to Fernando.) His deceas'd lady 
Ay there's the touch. 95 

Fernando. Poor gentleman! (a/ige.) 

Don Scipio. Do, let me have it, —Zounds, 
here's five piſtoles, and the gold of the ring is 
not worth a dollar. 

Spado. We always humour him, give him 

this ring and take the money 
25% la part, gives Fernando à Ting. 
Fernando. (preſents it to Don Scipio.) There, 
Sir. + | 

Don Scipio, (gives money.) And there, Sir,— 
Oh you mercenary raſcal. (afide.) I knew 't was 
on the purſe I gave you laſt night in the foreſt. 

Spado. Give me the caſh, I muſt account for 
his pocket money | 

f apart to and taking the money from Fernando. 

Pedrillo. (without.) Pedrillo! Pedrillo! Sir- 
rah ! 4 | | 

Don Scipio. Run, don't you hear your maſter, 
you brace of raſcals ?—Fly ! [Exit Spavo. 

Don Scipio. (looking out.) What an alteration ! 


Enter PzDps1LLo richly dreſs d. 


Pedrillo. (to Fernando.) How now, Sirrah ? 
loitering here, and leave me to dreſs myſelf, 
hey ! (with great authority.) | | 

Fernando. Sir, I was—(with humility.) 

Pedrillo. Was !—and are—and will be, a 

I 2 lounging 
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lounging raſcal, but you fancy you are till i in 
your finery, you idle vagabond ! | 
Don Scipio. Bleſs me, Don Fernando i is very 
jonate, juſt like his father. 
Fernando. (afide.) The fellow, I ee, = play | 
his part to the top. 
Pearills. Well, Don & pio—A hey! an't I 
the man for the ladies 2 (Aruiting.) 1 am, for 1 
have ſtudied Ovid's art of love. 
Dan Scipio. Ves, und Ovid's Metamorphoſes 
r00, ha, ha, ha! | 
Pearillo. (afide.) He, be, he | what a ſneak- | 
| ing figure my poor maſter cuts —Egad, - I'll pay 
him back all his 3 over me. mT 
erillo ? 5 
Fernando. Your honour. 
Pearillo, Fill this box with Naquatoch. 


| Gives box. 
Fernaus. Ves, Sir. Going.) 1 
Pedrillo. Pedrillo ! 
Fernando. Sir ? 
Pedrillo. Perfume my handkerchicf, 
Fernando. Yes, Sir. (going. 
Pedrillo. Pedrillo. 
Fernando. Sir ? | a 
Pedrillo. Get me a tooth- pick. | 
Fernando. Yes Sir. (going.) 
Pedrillo, Pedrillo } 
4 3 (/ide.) What an n dog — 
ir 
Pedrillo. Nothing Abſcond. | 
Fernando. (afide.) If this be my pickure, I 
bluſh for the original. 
Pearillo. Maſter to be like you, do let me 
give you one kick. (ade to Fernando.) 
Fan What! | | 
Pearillo. 
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- Pedrillo. Why, I won't hurt you monks: | 

Fernando. Ti 'break your bones, you villain. 
Piedrillo. Ahem, tol de rol.” 

Don Scipio. Pedrillo! 

Pedrillo. Sir? ( forgetting bun) | 

E N ( apart.) What are mou at you 
raſc 


Pedrillo. Ay, what are you at you raſcal ?. 


avoid! 
Fernando. I'm gone, Sir. | [Ei. 


k a 


Pedrillo. Curſt ill natur'd of him, not to let | 


me give one kick. (afide.) 
Don Scipio. Don Fernando, 1 like you vaſtly. 
Pedrillo. So you ought —Tol de rol.—Who 


-** cou'd now ſuſpe& me to be the ſon of a taylor, 
and that four hours ago, I was a ſootman. LS. 


_— ER 
Dion Scipio. Son-in-law, you're a faming 
beau \—Egad you have a princely perſon. 


Pedrillo. All the young girls—whenever I 


got behindAInſide of the coach, — All the ladies 
of diſtinction, whether they were making their 
beds, or dreſſing the dreſſing themſelves at 
the toilette, wou'd run to the windows, - peep 


thro' their fingers, their fans, I mean, ſimper 


behind their handkerchiefs, and liſp out in the 
ſofreſt, ſweeteſt tones, Oh, dear me, upon 
my honour and reputation, there is not ſuch a 
beautiful gentleman in the world, as this ſame 
Don Pedrill— Fernando, 


Don Scipio. Ha, ha, ha! can't forget Pe- 


drillo. But come, ha' done with your Pedrillo's 
now—Be yourſelf, ſon-in-law. © 
Peadrillo. Yes, I will be yourſelf ſon-in-law, 


you are ſure of m honor, Don Scipio, but - 
Pray 
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pray what fortune am I to have with your 

daughter? You-are a greyheaded old fellow 

Don Scipio, and by the courſe of nature, you 

know you cannot live long. 

Don Scipio. Pardon me, Sir, I don' t know 
any ſuch thing. 

3 80 when we pur a ſtone upon your 
Ws 
Don Scipio. Put a ſtone upon my head! Is 
Pedrillo. Yes, when you are ſettled—ſcrewed 

Fn, 1 ſhall have your daughter to maintain, 

ou know. 
Don Scipio. (ofide.) A narrow-minded ſpark ! 
Pedrillo. Not that I wou'd think much of 
that, I am ſo generous. 

_ Don e Yes, generous as a Dutch em 
* 
Pedrillo. The truth is, Don Scipi was 

always a ſmart young gentleman. 
(Dances and fings.) 
Don Scipio. A hey! Since Don Fernando 

turns out to be ſuch a coxcomb, faith I'm 

not ſorry that my own child has eſcap'd him = 

A convent itſelf is better than a marriage with 

a monkey. — The poor thing's fortune tho'! 

And then my ſon—l begin now to think I w 

too hard upon Cæſar to compare him with this 

»uppy, but I muſt forget my children, Dame 
Iſabel will have me upon no other terms. aſde. 
Pedrilio. D'ye hear, Don Scipio, let us have 


a plentiful feaſt, _ 
Don Scipio. Was ever ſuch a conceited, 
empty, impudent— | .: 


Pedrillo. Yes, I'm a capital fellow, ha, ha! 

So my fool of a maſter ſets his wits to work after 

4 poor 1 that I am told they are packing into a 
conyent; - 


EA 
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convent, and he dreffes me up as himſelf to ea 
the rich Italian heireſs, Donna Victoria Well. 
I'm not a capital fellow! but I was made for a 
P I'm the neat pattern 
or a Lord—] have a little honour about me, a 
bit of love too; ay, and a ſcrap of courage, per- 
— s—hem! I wiſh I'd a rival to try it tho od, 
ink I could fight at wy weapon from a needle 


2 a hatchet. 


Enter Pull irro, with a letter aud Baſter. 


Philippo, Signor, are you Den Fernands de 
Zelva? | 
Pedrillo. Yes, Boy. | 
- Philippe. Here's a letter for you, Sir, from 

Don Alphonſo. 

Pearillo. I don't know any Don Alphonſo, | 

boy. What's the letter about? 

p. Phitippe. I think, Sir, tis to invite you to a 
alt, 

' Pedrillo, A feaſt Oh, I recollect now, 
Don Alphonſo, what? my old acquaintance ! 
give it me, boy. 

Philippo. But, are you ſure, Bin you re Don 
Fernando? 

Prdrilla. Sure, you dog ae you think I 
know myſelf—let's ſee, let's ſee—(Opens the letter 
and reads.) Signor, tho*-you ſeem ready to 
« fall to on a W hope a ſmall repaſt 
cc in the ee won't 1 our ſtomach Oh, 
this is on ly a ſnack before upper. —< 7 ſhall be 
« at ſix o'clock this evening” Tou dog it's pn 
fix now in the meadow near the Cat 
cc of the Yines, - where I expect you'll meer 

* me.“ 
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« me. - Oh dear, I ſhall be too late“ As 
ec you aſpire to Donna Victoria, your fword 
«© muſt be long enaugh to reach my heart, Al- 

„ phonſo.” My ſword long enough | ( fright- 
ened) Ohl the devil !—Feaſt! Zounds this 1 is a 
downright challenge ! 

Philippo. I beg your pardon, Signor, but if 
I hadn't met my ſweetheart, Catalina, you 
would have had that letter two hours ago. 

Pedrillo. Oh, you have given it time enough, 
my brave boy. 

Philippo. Well, Sir, you'll come ? 

Pedrillo. Eh! Yes, I dare oy he'll come. 

Philippe. He! | 

Pedrillo. Yes, I'll give it bim, my brave boy. | 

Philippo. Him! Sir, did'nt you ſay you 
were 

Pedrillo. Never ſoar,” child, Don Fernando 
ſhall have it. 

Philippo. Why, Sir, an't you Don Fernando ? 

Pedrillo. Me, not I, child, no, no. I'm not Fer- 
nando, but, my boy, I would go to the feaſt, 
but you have delay'd the letter ſo long, that I 
have quite Joſt my ſtomach—Go,' my fine boy, 

Philippo. Sir, I— 

Pedrillo. Go along, child, go! (pats PailLiPPo 
ef.) however Don Fernando ſhall . * 
; but here comes my ſpoſa— | 


Enter LoRENzZA reading. a letter. 


MR, Deareſt Lorenza - / accident | beand 
« of your being in the caſtle—if you don t vin 
cc to be the inſtrument of your mather's im 

e ſition, an impending blow, oats means 

' 1 


© * + _ ” 


no harm) © this night ſhall diſcover an impor- 
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< tant ſecret relative to him who defires to re- 


« ſign ev'n life itſelf, if not your RAMIREZ.” | 


My Love! ' (kifes tbe letter.) 1 with to be 


1 if not your Lorenza; this fooliſh Fer- 
(looking at Pon ro) but, ha, ba, ha! 


nando 


I'll amuſe myſelf with him looks tolerably now 


he's dreſs'd, not ſo agreeable as my diſrarded 


lover Alphonſo tho. (d.) 


Pearilb. T'l accoſt her with elegance Ho 


do vou do, Signora. 


Lorenza. Very well, Sir, at your ſervice. 


- Dreflezexattly like Princs Radifocanit, ! 


 _ Pedrill, Now In payers fine compliniens 
Signora, you're a clever little body Wi you 


fit down, Signora: (bands a chair.) 


Lorenza. So polite too! 
Pedrillo. Oh, 1 admire poli 


Torenxza. This would not be good manners 
in Florence tho. ian 
Prearillo. Oh! (Rifes.) I beg bardon—Well, 


fit in that chair; III affure you, Donna Victoria, 
I don't grudge a little trauble for the ſake of 


good manners. 
Lorenza. Voi cette motto gentile. {curt/ies. 


Peadrillo. Yes, I fit on my feat genteelly 5 
I find I underſtand a deal of Italian No _ 


to court her, hem! hem } what mall 1 ſay? 


Hang it, I wiſh my maſter had gone through 
the whole buſineſs to the very drawing of the 


curtains.—I believe I ought to kneel tho 
(ide. (Kneels.)—Ob, you moſt beautiful God- 
dels, you angelic angel !- Call.) 


” | IO 1 +. - 0 
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i; you, my fair, T'd be à roſe. 8 
To Noam beneath that comel ww 
— ou the flower and I the 
Wal: weets I'd ſip from none but thee. 
as I 


White, 
Ye gods, has bller x I'd write! 
M lips the ſeal, what am'rous ſmacks 
i I'd prin print on yours, if ſealing- wax | 
: | * No or lp yup bra! n eee 
33 My only life, you be my death. "0 (riſes. 


—Well ſaid, little Pedrillo t-( Wipes bis knees.) 
Lorenza. There is ſamething in Don Fer- 
nando's paſſion extremely tender, though ro- 
mantic and ex travaganza. 
Pearilla. Oh, for ſome ſweet: ſounds, Sig- 
pora, if you'll ling me a ſong, 1a 1 100 hear 
it, Fm fo civil. 


(O With pſaſure, Su. SSN ooh 
AIR XIX; LoRENTA. I 


SY 


8 — 7er 
rit 25 me, as + 4 — 
ou'll deceive me, WT 


er of er beauties running; Be j | 85 


le | | 
EE bee 


A SCENE V. A Gallery of the Cafe. 
| Enter FxnnanDo, ALrHowS0 and Vierozra. | 


Fernando. Give me joy, Alphonſo, father 
"Benedic in this dear and wiſh'd for union has 
this moment made me the happieſt of mank ind. 


Abos. 


% 


* 


really belongs to 


4 n 


SCENE IV. —4 view * tbe age ef the Gut 


| name. 


P 


CASTLE or ANDALUSIA: | Fl 
/o. Then it is cerrain all hin told 


1 wn of my Victoria), 


Vikboria. True indeed, Alghonts, that name 


me. 
»/o. No matter, as mis lineag) 


name or fortune caught my heart, let her for eit 
all, ſhe is ſtill dear to her Alphonſo. 


Fernando. Courage Alphonſo, ru anſwer vou 
Mall be no 3 to the general joy of this 


— Happy, indeed, it bleſt with my 


4 ——— 


Come, ye hours, with bliſs eplatty 
Bear . to my churmer «4 feet! 
Cheerleſs bx muft I 
| But the jy the maid I love; 
2 oys our meetings bring, 


nenn N 1 


with Moat mn. 


Enter Don cu ee. Os Ne 


De Cg You my letter w the lady ? 
Spgdo. Yes, I did, 9 Ram ire: 
. Don Ceſar. Locky or down the heb hat | 


Sade.) 
e Ae bey - Ob U * | 


| Dis-Cefar. Huſh | Mind you ler us al 
—_ ron the caſt rampart. 


15 . — 7 


„ ens or n ben. 

is like a cat, where the 8 can get in the body 
will follow. 
Don Ceſar. Soft! Letting down the draw- 


bridge for me now, may attract obſervation. 


(Lots ut.) Tonder I can get acroſs the mont. 
Spade. But Captain! (calling.) My dear Cap 
tain! If you fall into the water, you may take 
cold, my dear Sir, —I wiſh you were at the 
bottom with a ſtone about your neck. (Aa. 


AIR XXI Dor Cæsax. a 


At the peaceful midnight hour, RY 
£v'ry ſenſe, and ev'ry pow'r, 
etter d lies in downy ſleep ; 
Then our careful watch we beep; 
While the wolf in nightly prowl, 
Bays the moon with hideous howl, © 
Gates are barr'd, a vam re Hance ! 
Females rota but no — 
Silence, or you meet your fa; 
Dur keys, your jewels, caſh and plate; 
Hacks, bolts, bars, Joon fy _, 
"FRG to . eee 


| Spads. L for 1 Wen On in's to 
carry off the lady and my brethren all t 1475 
what's left for me then? No, devil a bit chey'll 
give me—Oh, I muſt take care to help yſelf 
in time Got nothing yet but that portmanteav, 
a few filver ſpoons and tops of pepper · caſtors: 
let's ſee, Tve my tools ſtill— (takes our 
- piſtols.) Egad, Fit try and — beſore 
. theſe fellows come, and make a general 
i =, 285 ut.) My 2 Fernando ! 2 


15 


ber cu. N 


. 
. 
| 
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 Pedrith, He, he, he! Yes, my maſter bs 
| cerriialy married the little nonnery-girl=-Ha, 
ha, ha! Alptionſo to demand ſatisfaction of i 
no, no, Don Fernando is a maſter for the "wo | 

tlemen, 1 any amn for the fades. | 


Y AIR XX1l—Pronitto, x 922 


A foklier I am 95 
r 


hen face to face, 
er chamber the place, 
— I'm able and willing to meet her. 
' Gad's curſe, ty deat laſſes, Fm ready 
Te ge RR nB; 


i | ; For the crack of your 2” | Þ 14 
Tho die at your feet in rhe ations i WW, 
Your bobbins may beat wp a row-de-dow, 
Your lap-dog may out with his das. det., Tn 
The challenge in love, © © A 43 A 
, . I take up the glove,. 4 $4009 OB 
OE eee % Wt, 


Tr: 


Nah. (aber) That's « fhewig SignoE. 
Prurillo. Hey! did you hear e fing! 45 
Wy I did, 'twas chagming, 
© Pearillo. Then take a pinch of my Macquabah. 
[ Offers and Spado takes. 
Spade. Now, Signor, you'll pleaſe to dif- 
charge my little bill. 
Pedrillo. Bill! I don't owe you any— _ 
Spado. Yes, you do, Sir; xecollect, dida- t 
yt ever hire aoy thing 1 me? b 
Petrills. | 


* CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA. 
Peaegadrillo. Ne! no! 

Spado. Oh, yes; I lent you the uſe of my two 
fine cars to hear your ſong, and the uſe of my 
moſt capital noſe to ſnuff up your Macquabah. 
Pedrillo. Eh! what the.deuce, do you hire 


out your ſenſes and organs, and— 

Spade. Yes, and if you don't inftantly pay the 
hire, PII ſtrike up a ſymphonia on this little 
barrel- organ here. ( ſbews a piſtol.) 

Pedrillo. Hold, my dear Sir—there—(gives 
money.) — I refuſe to pay my debts !—Sir, I'm 
the moſt punAual—( frighten'd) but if you 
_ pleaſe, rather than hire them again, I'd chuſe 
to buy your fine noſe and your capital ears out 
and out. 

Spado. H ark'ee (in a low tone.) You owe 
your Donſhip to a fineſſe of mine, fo mention 
this, and you are undone, Sirrah ! | 

Hedrillo. Sir! ( fright ned.) Dear Sir! (Spado 
Prefents piſtol.)— Oh, Jord, Sir! Exit. 
Spado. Ha, ha, ha! They call me little 
Spado—why I am not big but even Sanguino 
allow'd J was a clever little fellow. Aſtoniſhing | 
| how a mind like mine, cou'd be folded in 15 
ſmall a compaſs, but if worth is to be eſtimated 
by bulk, then muſt the Orient pearl give way to 
the goole's s egg. and the moſs roſe to o the red 


 . cabbage. 
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AIR XXIIHI—Sraoo.. 


Tho" born to be little's my fate, 
Why ſo was the great Alexander ; 
And 1 march under a gate, | 


i've xe 20s 199008 Be AIR 6 | : WI. 


Pm no linkum long hoddy-doddy, | ; 
Arcs ef kite ſail; in the . 55 
T leg fre bg th 7 | 
n am th e 

| ab wy many fs" 


[9 
** 
II. | x f 


Sweet KAY 'feveet ove can wo,” 5520 
With 2 a compact little 2 9 
The“ no one can tafte the big whale, 1 
All reliſh the little anchovy. 
The eagle, tho for an high 
Of fine-feather'd fowl is t crack, 


Yet when he tou'd fly up no higher, J 
2 little turen Jump d on his back.” 13 
With my merry fo 1. 


Ener Panuyro * the cloſe of the 47 


1 Philipgo. Lord, Sir! I do vaſtly like your 
nging. 
Spado. Oh, then you heard my fine W 
Pbilippo. Yes, Sir. | 
Spade. How did you get in? 
Philippe. In! 
Spade, Did you y ar the door? | 
Philippo. What door, Sir? 
Spado. What door, * the door of this 
ſpacious theatre, | 


* : 
* 
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Philippo. Theatre! Lord, Sir, are'nt we out 
in the open air? 55 

Spado. You little equivecating ſneaking 
ſcoundrel ! wou'd you cheat, defraud. a man of 
genius out of the reward of his talents ?—W har, 

hear my ſweet ſong, and not pay for your mu- 


ſick. 7 
Philippe. 1 e 
Spade. O, ho! I ſee ſomebody's likely to be 
robb'd here! Look'e friend, I'm not to be 
bilk'd, ſo if you don't this inſtant pay, I muſt 
AF oe my door-keeper, here he 1s— 
| | 13 [ Shews @ piſtol. 
Pbilippo. (crying.) And muſt J give all the 
money Don Scipio gave me for my whole baſket 
of grapes. (gives money.) A plague o' your mu- 
ſick! Oh, Oh! I Exit crying. 
Spado. What, you villain -I ſuſpect pre- 
ſently this houſe will be too hot for me, yet the 
devil temps me ſtrongly to venture in once 
more, if 1 cou'd but pick up a few more little 
articles Ecod, I'll venture, tho' I feel an ugly 
fort of tickling under my left ear Oh, poor 


Spado! 
SCENE V. - ball in the caftle. 


| 

| Re-enter SpAapo. - 

Spade. So many eyes about—I can do no- 
thing; if I cou'd but raife a commotion to 
employ their attention Oh! here's Don Juan, 
father to Fernando juſt arriv'd—Yes, if I cou'd 
but mix up a fine contuſion. now-—aye, that's 
the time to pick up the looſe things but boſs 
SPED * . an 


* a 
A - 
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1 em told this Don Juan is very paſſiohate— 
| heh ! to ſet him and Bon Scipio together by the 
en —1 have it. 


Enter Dox Juan in a revellng dreſs. 


Don Juan. Egad, my coming will ſurprize 


my fon un, 
iti, I'm here —1 hows I'm time enough for the 
wedding. 

Spas. ( Ay. )A grim-looking old getitleinan ! 

[Bots obſequiouſly. 

Don Joon: Who's dog are you ? 

= . How do you do, Signor? 
wan. Why, are you a phylician? _ 
Me a Pos belag ! Alack-a-day, no, 
your honvur, I am poor Spado. 


I am here? 


Spedo.” He hear! Ah, poor gentleman—hear 1 


pes N — 
gain? 


et, At the brink. 

nan. Marry and near threeſcore, what, 
hay he hr his ſenſes? 

adb. He has nearly loſt one, Sir. 


him about it. 
Spade, Aſk, then you mult ſpeak very . 


Sir. 
Den Juan. Why, what is he deaf? 


Spar. Almoſt Sir, the dear gentleman can 
ſcarce hear a word. | 
L Don Juan. 


Don Scipio too-tell 


Den Jaan. Misfortune! What, he's married 


on Juan. But where is he? I want to aſk 


R Fw Where's Don Scipio? What the 
devil, is this his hoſpitality ? he = heard that 
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Don Juan. Ah, poor fellow! Hey ! lan't 
yonder my ſon ? walks up.) 


Spado. Now if I cou'd bring the old ones 
ad I ſhoudnꝰ t doubt of a quarrel. 


Enter Don Seirio. 


þ Wo Scipio. Ah, here's my friend Don Juan! 
Spado, I hope he han't heard of his ſon's 
pranks ! | 

Spado. Hear ! Ah, poor Don Juan's hencing ! 
I've been roaring to him theſe five minutes. 

Don Scipio. Roaring to. him! 

Spado. He's almoſt deaf. 

Don Scipio. Bleſs me! 

Spade. You muſt bellow to him like a peak 
ing-trumpet. _ [ Exit Spano. 
Don Scipio. (very loud.) Don Juan, you are 
welcome. 

Don Juan. ( Harting.) Hey | q Strange that your 

deaf people always ſpeak loud—(very loud.) Im 
very glad to ſee you, Don Scipio. 
. . Don Scipio. When people are deaf themſelves, 
they think every body elſe is too>—How long 
have you been this way. (bawling.) 7 

Don Juan. Juſt arriv'd. (howling : in bis ear. 1 

Don Scipio. I mean as to the hearing? | 

[Very ted. 

- Don Juan. Aye, I find. it's very bad with 
— (bawling.) Zounds I 8 roar * as 

oarſe as a raven. | 

Don Scipio. Ah, my longs. can't hold out a 
converſation I muſt ſpeak by ſigns— | 


[ Motions to drink. 
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Don Juan. What now, are you dumb 
too? Ws r 3 
Bnziter Vasquez, Whiſpers Sento. 
Don Scipio. Oh, you may ſpeak out, nobody 
can hear but me. $9 
Don Juan. [to Vaſquez. J Pray, is this crazy 
fool, your maſter here going to married ? 
Don Scipio. What! ( jurpriſed.) 
- Vaſquez. Don Fernando wou'd ſpeak with you, 
Sir. (zo Scipio.) "Exit VaSQUzz. 
Don Scipio. 1 wiſh he'd come here, and ſpeak, 
to this old blockhead his father — (takes bis 
| bang.) Don Juan, you are welcome to my 
houſe—bur I wiſh you had ſtaid at home. 7 
Don Juan. I am much oblig'd to ou. 
Don Scipio. You'll ſoon lee your ſon—as great 
an aſs as yourſelf. 
Don Juan. An aſs! you ſhall 404 me a tyger, 
you old whelp! - 
Don Scipio, Why, zounds, you're not deaf 2a 
Don n A e "£5.90 


Enter F ERNANDO 1 wette. | 


Fernando hey, boy, what the devil dreſs is 
this ? 
Fernando. My eben- S 

Don Scipio. 05 Victoria.) What are you _ 


with that fellow ? 

Vittoria. Your pardon, deareſt father, which 1 
own that he is now my huſband. _ | 

Don Scipio. Eh! Eh ! By this ruin, this eternal 


ee upon my houſe am I puniſh'd for my 
L 2 unjuſt 
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unjuſt ſeverity to my poor ſon, Dan Czſar— 


married to that raſcal! 

Don Juan. Call my ſon, a raſcal! 

Don Scipio. Zounds, man! who's thinking 
of your ſon? But this fellow to marry the 
girl and diſgrace my family. 

Don Juan. Diſgrace ! He has honaured your 
family, you crack-brained old fool ! 

Don Scipio. A faotman honour my family, 
you ſuperannuated deaf old eats 70 


| Date Dame 9 : 
Oh, Dane, fine doings ! Pedrillo here has mar- 
red my daughter... 
Don Juan. But why this diſguiſe—whar i is all 
this about ? tell me, Ferna 
Jabella. What, is this really Don Fernando? 
Don Scipio. Do you ſay ſo, Don Juan? 
Don Juan. To be ſure. 
Don Scipio. Hey! then, Dame, your davghter: 
is left to: the valet - no fault of mine tho). 
Jſabella. What a vile conttivance Lahe 
Fernando. No, Madam, your's was the con- 
trivance, which love and accident have coun- 
teracted in juſtice to this injured lady. Wl 
- Jabolta. Oh, that villain Spade! 
Don Juan. Spado, why that's $ the villain cold 
me you were 
Don Scipio. Why, he, made me believe you 
cou'd not hear a word. 
| Jobella, And led me into this ontucky error. 
(Exit WAI he, 
{Don Jann Oh, what a ing ſcoundrel! N 


Enter 


\ 
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Enter Sabo. b „ 


Sado. I wonder how my work. 8 
(Rears in Dow Juan's car.) 1 = un Joy, 
Sir, | 
Dar Juan. I'll give you ſotrom, Ter raf. 
cal! (beats him. ) 

Don Scipio. Fl bare you bange, you vil- 
lain ! 

\Spado. Hang'd! * Sir, 'rwould. het the 
death of me. 

Pedrillo. (without.) come along, my Cara 
Spoſa—tol-de-rol—.; 

'  (Enters.) How do Ha gon do, voys and girls— 
Zounds! my old maſt 

Don Juan. Pedrillo ! 1G day! here's finery l 

Piedrillu. I muſt brazen it W Don 
Juan, my worthy dad! | 1 

Don Juan. Why, what in the name of—bur 
I'll beat you to a mummy, firrab'Þ 

Pedrillo. Don't do that — I'm gaing to be 
married to an heireſs, ſo muſtn'r be beat to a 
mummy.—Stand before _ (gets. W Lo- 
renaa.) ſpouſ 0. Aft 

- Don Juan. Les ce odine ag bit nz, Vet; 

Spado. Stay where you: arch = cow's want 


you. 42 85 +. 
Fernauda. Dear Sie) od). 19901 5 
Don Scipia. Patience, Don F your on 


has got my daughter, ſo our CoMtence's ful. 
Rd. Is 


Don Juan. Yes, Sir; but who's 70 bag me 
fos your intended affront, _ 
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Don Scipio. How ſhall I get out of this—I'll 
revenge all upon you; you little raſcal] to priſon 
you go— Here, a brace of Alguazils, and a pate 
af hand- cuffs.— 
Sado. Fed! the beſt friend you have in 
as world! 
Don Scipio. Friend, e that man t 
ſave your neck. 
Spado. Why Lve fav'd your throat. 
Don Scipio. How, Sirrah ? 
Spado. Only two of the banditti ſte in the 
caſtle this morning. | 
Don Sci pio. Oh, dear me! 
Spade. But I got 'em out. 
Don Sci pio. How, how? | | 
Spado. I told 'em they: ſhould come and 
morde you this evening. 
Don Scipio. Much oblig d to or oh, lord ! 
os craſh and tumultuous noiſe without, han- 
ditii ruſh in arm d, Don Cæſar at their 


tere Victoria.) 
| Banditii. This way! 150 nern. 
Don Scipio. Oh, ruin! I'm a miſerable old 
. man! Where's now my ſon Don Cæſar, if I 
hadn't baniſh'd. him, I thou'd now have a pro 
tector in my child. 
Don Ceſar. Then you hall—Hold! (t Ban- 
_ ditti.) My father! (hreets to Don Scipio.) 
Don Scipio; How! My fon Don Ceſar! 
Don Ceſar. Yes, Sir—drove to deſperation 
50 by — my follies were my own—but my vice 
Don Scipio. Were the; conſequence of my 
rigour—My child! let thelc * ay 
the remembrance. 1 
05 


head, Fernando 1 and 3 _ ls 
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Don Ceſar. My father | I am unworthy of this 
goodneſs I confeſs ev n now I entered the 
caſtle with an impious determination to extort 
by for ce. 


Sanguino. Captain, we did'nt come here 0 2 


talk—Give the word for plunde.. 
Banditii. Aye, plunder! (very — 
Don Cæſar. Hold! 
Spado. Aye, Captain, let's have a — 0 
rumaging. (cachs his piſtol.) 
Pedrillo. Oh, Lord! there's the barrel-organ ! 
Don Ceſar. Stop! hold! I command you. 
Don Scipio. Oh, heav'ns! then is Ramirez 
the terrible Captain of the cut- throats, the 
tyger of the cave ?—But all my fault! the un- 


natural parent ſhould be puniſh'd in. a rebellious 4 ; 


child! My life is yours. 
Don Ceſar. And I'll preſerve it as my own. 
Retire and wait your orders. | 
Exeunt all Banditti but Spado.] 
Don Scipio. hat, then, you won't ler me be 
murder'd. My dear boy! my darling! Forgive 
me! I, I, I pardon all. 
_—_ Ceſar. Then, Sir, I ſhall firſt beg it 
for my companions, if reclaim'd' by the example 
of their leader, their future lives ſhew them 
worthy of mercy, if not, with mine let them be 
forfeit to the hand of juſtice. 
; Don Scipio. Some, I believe,. may go up— 
| - little Spado, could you dance upon no- 
ing? 
Spode Yes, Sir ; but our captain, your ſon, 
lead up the ball, "(Bows low.) 
"a Sci = Ha, ha, ha! Well, you know. 
though i |-beſtow'd, I muſt * my intereſt at 
| I Madrid. 


. 8 
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Madrid. Children, I aſk you pardon; forgive 
me, Victoria] and take my bleſſing in return, 

Victorin. And do you, Sir, acknowledge me 
for your child? 


| Dow Scipio. I do, 1 do, and my future kindneſs | 


ſhall make amends fot my paſt cruelty. 


Pedrillo, Ha, here comes my ſpoſa— Eh! 


Got a beau already ? 


| Enter Al rRHONMSO and LoRENZA. 


Don Cefur. My beloved Lorenza (anne 


TLorenza. My deareſt. 
Apbonſo. My good captain! as I knew this 
lady only by the name of Victoria, you little 
- imagined in your friendly promiſes to me, you 
were giving away your Lorenza; but, had I then 
known we lov'd the ſame miſtreſs, I ſhould 
cer now have relinquiſh'd my pretenſions. 
 Lorenza. My good-natur'd Alphonſo ! Ac- 
cept my gratitude, my eſteem, but my love is, 
and ever was, in the poſſeſſion f- 
Don Cæſar. Dear father, this is the individual 
lady whoſe beauty, grace, and angelic voice, 
captivated my ſoul at Florence; if ſhe can abaſe 
her ſpotleſs mind to think upon a wretch ſtain'd 
with crimes accompany her pardon with your 
approbatioun. org 
N My Cæſar! let every look be for- 
ward to happineſs. . . 


0 P 1 | 
_ AIR 


— 
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AIR XXIV. 


DET. —CxsAR and 2 + 


My foul, my life, my love ] hou great!. 
weet flow'r ſo long neglected, 


Our jeys are rapture when we meet, 
A bling unexpected. 

The envious cloudt new chaſe away, 

Behold the radiant God of day, 

Ariſe with light eternal crown'd, 

To gild the glorious landſcape round. 


Don Scipio. Iſabel has been too good, and 1 
too bad a parent! Ha! ha! ha! then fate has 
decreed you are to be my daughter, ſome way 
or other. "Is. 

Pedrillo. Yes, but has fate decreed that my 

8 Spoſa is to be another man's wife? 

Spado. And, Sir, (7 Scipio.) if fate has de- 
creed that your ſon is not to be hang'd, let the 
indulgence extend to the humbleſt of his fol- 
lowers. ( Bows low.) | 

Don Scipio. Ha, ha, ha! Well, tho” I believe 
you a great, little rogue, yet it ſeems you have 
been the inſtrument of bringing about things 
Juſt as they ſhou'd be. 

Don Juan. They are not as they ſhou'd be, 
and I tell you again, Don Scipio, I will have—— | 

Don Scipio, Well, and ſhall have—a bottle of 
the beſt wine in Andaluſia, ſparkling Muſcadel, - - 
bright as Victoria's eye, and ſweet as Lorenza's . 
lip; hey, now for our brace of weddings 
where are the violins, lutes, and cymbals? I fay 
let us be merry in future, and palt faults, our 
good-humour'd friends will forget and forgive. 


M GLEE. 


\ 


32 


CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA- 


| LEE. Faux. 


S$:cial powers at pleaſure's call 
Welcome here to Hymen's hall ; 
Bacchus, Ceres, bleſs the feaſt, 

Momus lend the ſprightly jet, 


' Songs of joy elate the ſoul, 
Hebe fill the roſy bowl, 


Every chaſte and dear delight, 


_ Crawn with joy this happy night. 


_e 


